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UNDER TWO FLAGS. 

CHAPTER L 

^^Dip I not say he would eat fiiet 
"Pardieu! ^estunhmoe? 

" Hides like aii Arab/* 
" Smokes like a Zouave." 

^ Cnts off a head with that back dicular sweep, 
ah — — li ! magnificent I ** 

And dances like an Aribtocrat ; not like a tipsy 
Spahisl" 

The last crown to the chorus of applanse, and 

insult to the circle of a|)plauders, w as lauiiched with 
all the piquance of inimitable canteen-slang and 
camp-assarance, from a speaker who had perched 
astride on a broken fragment of wall, with her barrel 
of wine set up on end on the stones in front of her, 
and her six soldiersi her ^r09 bebiea as she was girai 
maternally to calling them, lonngmg at their ease on 
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the arid dusty turf below. She was yery pretly, au- 
daciously pretty, though her sidn was burnt to a 
bright sunny brown, and her liair was cut as short as 
a boy's, and her face had not one regular feature in 
it. But then — regularity I who wanted it^ who 
would have thought the most pure classic type a 
change for the better, with those dai'k, dancing, chal- 
lenging ejes^ with that aich^ brilliant^ kitt^-like face, 
so sunny, so mignony and those scarlet lips like a bud 
of caniclliu that were never so limulsome as when a 
cigarette was between them, or, sooth to say, not 
seldom a br^ gueide itself ? 

She was pretty, she was insolent, she was in- 
tolerably coquettish, she was mischievous as a mar- 
moset, she would swear if need be like a Zouave, she 
could fire galloping, she could toss off her brandy 
or her vermout like a trooper, she would on occasion 
clench her little brown hand and deal a blow that 
fhe recipient would not covet twice^ she was an en/ant 
de Parisj and had all its wickedness at her fingers, 
she would sing you gumguette songs till you were suf- 
focated with laughter, and she would dance the cancan 
at the Salle de Mars with the biggest giant of a 
Cuirassier there. And yet, with all tiiat, she was not 
wholly unsexed, with all that she had the debcious 
fragrance of yoiuth, and had not left a certain feminine 
grace behind her^ though she wore a vivandi^'s 
uniform, and had been born in a barrack, and meant 
to die in abattle; it was the blending of the two that 
made her piquante, made her a notoriety in her own 
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way ; known at plcusiu'c, and e^juaily, in the Army of 
Africa as " Cigarette," and " L'Anue da Drapeau." 

^^Not like a tipsy Spahis t it was a croel cut to 
her groa hib^eg^ mostly Spalus, lying there at her feet, 
or rather at the fout of tke wall, singing their praises 
— ^with magnanimity beyond praise — of a certain 
Ghasseor d' Af ziqne. 

IIo, Cigarette I " growled a little Zouave, known 
as Tata Leroux. That is the way thon f orsakest 
thy Mends for the first fresh face.'* 

^WeU, it is not a face like a tobacco^topper, as 
thine is, Tata I " responded Cigarette, witfi a puff of 
her namesake ; the repartee of the camp is apt to be 
rough. ^^£b is Bd^'/aire-peury as you nidbuuBe 
him." 

woman's facel" growled the injiured Tata; 
whose own coontenance was of the colour and well- 
nigh of the flatness of one of the red bricks of the 
wall. 

<<Ouf 1" said the Friend of the Fkig with more 
expression in that single ejacahiti4Mi than could be 

put ill a volume. "He does woman's Jeedsj does hef 
He has woman's hands, but they can hght, I fancy t 
Six Arabs to his own sword the other day in that 
skirmish! Superb!^ 

" Sapristi ! And what did he say, this droll, when 
he looked at them lying Iherel Just shrugged his 
shonlders and rode away. *Td better have killed 
myself, less mischief Jon the whole ! ' Now, who is to 
make anything of such a man aa that 1 
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^ Ah I be did not stop to cut their gold battens off, 
and steal tiieir canglars as thou wouldst have done, 

Tata? Well! he has not learnt la ymrrcj' laughed 
Cigarette. It was a waste ; he should have brought 
me their sashes at least By the way — when did he 

^<Ten — twelve — ^years ago, or thereabouts." 

''He should have leamt to strip Arabs by this 
time, then/' said the Amie da Drapeau, toining the 
tap of her barrel to replenish the wine-cup ; " and to 
steal from them too, living or dead. Tkou must 
take him in hand, Tata I " 

Tata laughed, considering that he had received a 
compliment. 

Diable I I did a neat thing yesterday. Out on 
the hills, there^ was a shepherd; he'd got two lire 
geese swinglnij; by their feet. They were screeching 
— screeching — screeching ! — and they looked so nice 
and so plump, that I could smell them^ as if they 
were stewing in a casserole, till I began to get as 
hungry as a gamin, A lunge would just have 
cut the question at once; but the orders have got so 
strict pottmg about the natives^ I thou^t I wouldn't 

■ 

have any violence, if the thing would go nice and 
smoothly. So 1 just walked behind him, and tripped 
him. up before he knew where he was ;-^it was a 
picture ! He was down with his face in the sand 
before you could sing Tra-la-la! Then I just sat 
upon him ; but gently— very gently : and what with 
the sand, and the heat^ and the surprise^ and, in truth, 
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perhaps, a Utile too my own wdght, he was half 

suffocated. He had never seen me; he did not 
know what it was that was sitting on him ; and I 
sent my vmce out with a roar — * I am a demoiii and 
the fiend hath hidden me take hun thy soni to-night ! ' 
Ah! how he began to tremble, and to kick, and to 
quiver. He thought it was the devil a-top of him ; 
and he hegan to moan, as well as the sand would let 

Iiim, that lie was a poor man, and an innocent, and 
the geese were the only things he ever stole in all his 
life. Then I went through a little pantomime with 
him, and I was very terrible in my threats, and he 
was choking and choking with the sand, though he 
' never let go of the geese. At lasti I relented a littlci 
and tdd him I would spare him that onoe, if he gave 
up the stolen goods, and never lifted his head for an 
hour. Sapristil how glad he was of the tennsi I 
dare say my weight was unpleasant; so the geese 
made us a divine stew that night, and the last thing 
I saw of my man was his lying flat as I left him^ 
with his face still down in the sand«hole.'' 

Cigarette nodded and laughed. 
Pretty fair, Tata; but I have heard better. 
Bah I a grand thing certainly, to fright a peasant^ 
and scamper off with a goose I " 

^ Sacre-hleu ! " grumbled Tata, who was himself 
of opinion that his exploit had been worthy of the 
feats of Harlequin; thy heart is all gone to the 
Englishman." 

Cigai'ette laughed saucily aud heailily, tickled at 
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the joke. Sentiment has an exgniaitely ludicrous 
ride when ooe is a mvandiiM mur ffmm noirsy perched 
astride on a wall, and dispeiiringliiindy-dashed wine 

to iialf a doz^ sun-baked Spahis. 

TiTaadi^M da r^ment, 
Celt CMi ^*«iiw amuM t 

Moa Tin et ■mi togomnufi t 
Ttl le fikd leite et TcbO mnllii, 
Tintiii, tintin, tmtin, r'Ua tlntki, 
aflldela,Toj]kCirtiar 

she sang with the richest, fresliest, mellowest voice 
that ever chanted tiie deathless re&ains of the French 
Lncilias. 

"My heart is a rheU-matiny Tata; it wakes fresh 
eveiyday, An Englishmata, perdie I Why dost thou 
ihmk him that! 

" Because he is a giant " said Tata. 

Cigarette snapped her fingers : 

"I have [danced with Grenadiers and Cnirassiers 
qtnte as tall, and twice as heavy. Apr^sf^ 

" Because he bathes — splash ! like any water-dog.** 
Because he is silent." 

" Because he rises in his stirrups.'* 

" Because he likes the sea." 

" Because he knows le boxeP 
Because he is so quiet, and hlazes like the devil 
nndemeatih.** 

Under which mass of overwhelming proofs of 
nationali^ the Amie du Drapeau gave in. 

" Yes, like enough. Berides^ the other one is 
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linglisli. LoiifHh4oo, of tiie Chassea-fMraU,'* tt^ me 
that tlie other one waits ou him like a slave when he 
isan— deaoB his hmeM, litten hk haaep saves lum 
all the hard work^ when he can do it witfaoat being 
found out. Where did they come from?" 
They will never telL" 

Cigarette tossed her nonchalant head, with a pout 
of her f^tmrry lips, and « sbag oath, hght as a bkd, 
wicked as a rigoiboehude. 

Paf I--they will tell it to ma r 

^ ChntI Thou mayst malce a 1km tame, a vnltnre 
leave blood, a dram beat uwu rataplan, a dead 
man fire a clarin^tet « «w? pieds ; but thou wilt never 
make an Engtishman qpeak when he is bent to be 
silent.*' 

Cigarette launched a choice missile of barrack 
slang at an azfmy of metaphors which their pro» 
poonder thought stnpeiHbiis m their Mlliancy. 

Becasse ! When you stoic ybur geese, you did 
but take your brethren home ! Englishmen are but 
men. Put the wine in their head, make them whirl 
in a waltz, promise them a kiss, and one turns such 
braiiis as they have inside out, as ^piathpiou turns a 
dead soldier^s wallet* When a woman is handsome^ 
she is never denied* He shall tdl me where he comes 
from. I doubt that it is from England ; see here — 
why not I" and she checked the Noes off on her lithe 
brown fingers: first, he never says God-damn; 
second, he don't eat his meat raw ; third, he speaks 

* Chanenrs d'Afriqae. A muaket* 
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▼617 soft ; fourth, he waltzes so lights so li^t 1 fif th, 
he never gr ambles in his throat like an angxy bear; 

. sixth, there is no fog in him. How can he be Eng- 
lish with all that T 

^ There are English^ and English^" said the philo- 
sophic Tata, who piqued himself on being serenely 
cosmopolitan. 

Cigarette blew a oontemptuoos puff of smoke. 

^ There was never one yet that did not growl ! 
Pauvres diahles ! if they don't use tlieir tusks, they sit 
'and sulk I — an Englishman is ah\'ays boxing or grum- 
bling ; — ^the two make up his life.*' 

Which view of AngltHrahies she had derived from 
a profound study of various vaudevilles, in which the 
traditional Grod-damn was pre-eminent in his usual 
hues ; and having delivered it, she sprang down from 
her wall, strapped on her little harillety nodded to lier 
gros bebees, where they lounged full length in the 
shadow of the st^ne wall, and left them to resume 
their game at Boc, while die started on her way, as 
swift and as light as a chamois, singing, with gay 
ringing emphasis, that echoed all down the hot and 
silent air, the second verse of B^ranger : 

» Je fu8 chbre ^ tous nos h^ros; 
Hdas ! combien j'en plenn^ 

Ain-si soldats et g<?ii^ratix 

Me comblaient ^ tout heure, 
D*amour de gloire et de butin, 
Tintin, tlntin, tintin, r'lin tintin, 
D'amour de gloire et de butiii, 
£)oldat3, voUa Catin!" 

The song was not altogether her song, however, 
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for she had wept for none — wept not at all : slie had 
never shed tears in her life. A dashing, dauntless^ 
life, jost in its yonth, Icmng plunder, and 
miscliief , and mirth ; caring for nothing ; and always 
readj wiih a langh, a song^ a slang repartee, or a 
shot from ihe damt j pistols throst in her sash, that a 
general of division had given her, wliicliever best 
suited the moment. 

Her mother a camp-follower^ her father nobody 
knew who, a spoilt child of the Army from her 
birth, witli a heart as bronzed as her cheek, and her 
respect for the laws of meum and tuom nU, yet with 
odd stray nature-sown instincts here and there, of a 
devil-may-care nobility, and of a wild grace that iio- 
thi:ig ( ouid kill — Cigarette was the pet of the Army 
of Africa, and was as lawless as most of her patrons. 

She would eat a snccnlent duck, thinkuig it all the 
spicier because it had been a soldier's " loot she 
would wear the gold plunder off dead AiM dress, 
and never have a pang of conscience with it; she 
would dance all night long, when she had a chance, 
like a little Bacchante ; she would shoot a man, if 
need be^ with all the nonchalance in the world. She 
had had a thousand lovers, from handsome Marquises 
of the Guides to tawny black-browed scoundrels in the 
Zouaves, and she had never loved anything, except 
the roll of the pas de ekargey and the sight of her own 
arch defiant face, mth its scarlet lips and its short 
jetty hair, when she saw it by chance in some burnished 
cuirass, that served her for a minor. She watf more 
like a handsome saucy boy than anything else under 
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the sun, and yet there was that in the pretty, impu- 
dent little FxMod of the flag that was fenunme witik 
it all — generous and graoefnl anndist all her bdidness, 
and her licence, her revelries, and the unsettled life she 
led in the baoadcs and the campa^ under the shadow 
ef iheea^bs. 

Away she went, now singing— 

MjCais je ria en aagi^ 

La f arihfm dnaflahiH^ 
Gidl 

Lafariimdood^r 

do^ the c»»ked windings, «id over the coked 
gardens of the old Moorish quarter of die Cashbah, 

the hilts of the tiny pistols glancing in the sun, ajid 
the fierce fire of the burning sunlight pouring down 
imheeded on the brave bright hawk eyes that had 
never, since they first opened to the world, drooped 
or dimmed for tlie rays of the sun, or the gaze of a 
loyer^ for the menace of death, or the presence of 
war. 

Of course, she was a liLllc .Vniazon ; of course, she 
was a little Gnenlla; of course, she did not know 
what a hlash meant; of coarse^ her thonghts were as 
slang and as riotous as h^ mutinous mischief was 
in its act : but she was bon soldat,'' as she was 
ffma. to say, with a toss of her coilj head, and she 
liad some of the viitnes of soldienu Soldiers had 
been about her ever since she first remembered having 
a wooden casserole for a cradlei and sucking down 
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led wine tlmmgli a pipeHSlem. Soldieis had been her 

book'^, licr teachers, her models, her guardians, and, 
later ou^ her lovers^ all the days oi her life, bhe had 
had no goiding-star exaegt the eagles oa Ihe atandaxds ; 
she had had no cradle-eong except the rataplan and 
the reveille ; she had had no sense of duty taught her, 
except to face fire boldly^ never to betraj a comrade^ 
and to wonhip but two deities^ ^'La Gloire" and 

La Trance." 

Yet there were tales told in the hnn'ack-yards and 
under canvas of the little Amie du Drapeau, that had 
a gentler side. Of how softly she* would touch the 
wounded; of how deftly she would cure them. Of 
how carelessly she would dash through under a raking 
fire, to take a draught of water to a dying man. Of 
how she had sat by an old Grenadier s death-couch, to 
sing to him, refusing to stir, though it was a fete at 
Gh^nS) and she loved f dtes as only a French girl 
can. Of how she had ridden twenty leagues on a 
saddleiess Arab horse, to fetch the surgeon of tlie 
Spahis to a Bedouin perishing in the desert of shot 
wounds. Of how she had sent every son of her money 
to her mother, so long as that motlier lived — a brutal, 
drunk, vile-tongued old woman, who had beaten her 
oftentimes, as the sole maternal attention, when she 
was but an infant. These things were told of 
Cigarette, and with a perfect truth. She was 
^maumda maiB ban toldatj*' as she classified 
herself. Her own sex would have seen no good in 
her ; but her comrades-at-arras could, and did. Of 
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a surety) she missed virtues that women prize ; but, not 
less of a surety^ had she caught some that they miss. 

Singing her refrain, on she dashed now, swift as 
a greyhound, light as a hare, glancing here and 
glandng there as she bounded oyer the picturesque 
desolation of the Oashbah. It was just noon, and 
there were few could brave the noon-heat as slie did. 
It was very still ; there was only from a little distance 
the roll of the French kettle-drams where the drum- 
mers of tlie African regiments were practising. 
"Hoii l le v'la!" cried Cigarette to herself, as her 
f aloon-eyes darted right and left ; and^ like a chamois^ 
she leaped down oyer the great masses of Turkish 
rains, cleared the channel of a dry water-course, and 
alighted just in front of a Chasseur d'Afrique, who 
was sitting alone on a brokeii fragment of white 
marble, relic of some Moorish mosque, whose delicate 
columns, crowned with wind-sown grasses, rose behind 
him, against the de^ intense blue of the cloudless s^. 

He was sitting thoughtfully enough, almost wearily, 
tracing figures in the dry sand of the soil with the 
point of his scabbard ; yet he had all the look about 
him of a brilliant French soldier} of one whoy more* 
over, had seen hot and stem service. He was bronzed, 
but scarcely looked so after the red, brown, and 
black of the Zonayes and the Turco^ for his skin 
was naturally veiy fair, the features delicate, the 
eyes very soft^ — ^for which Monsieur Tata had growled 
<iontemptuously^ '^a woman's face" — a long, silken 
chesnnt beard swept oyer his chest; and his figure. 
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as lie leaned there iu the blue and scarlet and gold of 
the Chaasenn' imif orm, with his spnned heel thnut 
into the sand, and his arm resting on his knee, was, 
as .Cigarette s critical eye told her, the figure of a 
Buperb cavaliy rider, lights supple, long of limb, wide 
of chest, with every sinew and nerre fim-knit as 
links of steel. She glanced at iiis hands, which were 
very white, despite the sun of Algiers, and the labours 
that fall to a private of Chasaeois* 

Beau Hon / " die diought, ^< and noble, whatever 
he is." 

But the best of blood was not new to her in the 
ranks of the Algerian regiments; she had known so 

many of them — tiiose gilded butterflies of the Chaussee 
d'Antin, those lordly spendtlurifts of the vieille roche^ 
who had served in the battalions of the dmt^-i^iwh 
Urie^ or the squadrons of the French Horse, to be 
thrast nameless and unhonoured into a sand-hole 

■ 

hastily dug with the bayonets in the hot hush of an 
African ni^t. 

She woke him unceremoniously from liis reverie, 
with a chalieuge to wine. 

Ah-hay mon Bound 1* Tata Leronx says you are 
English; by the faith, he must be right, or you would 
never set musing there like an owi in the sunlight I 
Take a draught of my buxgondy; bright as rubies. 
I never sell bad wines; — not II — know better than 
to drink them myself." 

He started and rose ; and, before he took the bidon,i 

* Soldior. t litfito ipooden driiikiB£^cai». 
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bowed to her, raising liis cap with a grave courteous 
obeisance; a bow tliat Iiad used to noted in throne- 
X0QII18 for its pecfectioii of grace. 

^<Ah9iiiabdle^isityout''liefHdd9wearily. ^^You 
do me much konour.'' 

CSgarette gave a little petulant twist to the tap of 
her wine-baneL She was not used to that style of 
salutation. iShc half liki tl it, half resented it. It 
made her wish^ with an impatieut scoru for the wLsh, 
that she knew how to read^ and had not her hair cut 
short like a boy^s — a weakness the little vivandi^ 
never been visited with before. 

^^Morbleal" she said^ pettishly. ^Yoa are too 
fine for jo, mon hnwe. In what oonntiy, I should 
wonder, does one learn iuck dainty ceremony as 
that ^ ' 

Where shoold one learn courtesies if not in 
France t" he answered, wearfly. He had danced 

with this girl-soldier the night before at a guingmtte 
ball, seeing her for the first time, for it was almost 
the first time he had been in the city since the night 
when he had thrown the dice, and lost two Napoleons 
and the Bedouins to Claude do Ghaureilon; but his 
thoaghts were far from her in this moment. 

^ Onf ! yon haye learnt carte and tierce with your 
tongue!" cried Cigarette, provoked to receive no 
more compliment than that. From generals and staff- 
officers as from drommers and trumpeters she was ac- 
Cnstomed to flattery and wooing, luscious as suirared 
diocolate, and ardent as flirtation^ with a barrack 
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flsvonr about it^ oomnoifc^ k; she would, » often 
as noty to be mm, finish il with ihe bnli-eiid of her 

pistol, or the butt-end of some bit of stinging sarcasm, 
but still for all thai she liked it, and resented its omis- 
sion. ^They say yon we £nglishy bnt I don't 
believe it ; you speak too soft, and you sound the 
double Ls too well, A Spaniard, eh 

^Do yon find me so deront a Oatholic that yon 
think sor 

She laughed. " A Gh^k, then ? " 

^ Still wone. Hanw yon seen me cheat at cards!" 
, «AnAnstriant Ton waHa like a White-Goat I" 

III" .sli'iok his head. 

8 lie stamped her little foot into the ground — A foot 
fit for a model, with its shapely mitttaiy boot; spnned, 
feoo^ for Cigarette rode like a drens-rider. 

^ B^casse ! say what you are, then, at once.'* 
A soldier of France. Can yon wish me more f " 

For the first time her eyes flashed and softened — 
her one love was the tricolour. 

"Truel" she said, simply. "But you were not 
always a soldier of France ? Yon joined, they say, 
twelye years ago f What were yon before then f " 

She here cast herself down in front of him, and, 
with her elbows on the sand, and her chin on her 
hands, watched him with all the frank cnriosity and 
uimioved nonchalance imaginable, as she launched 
the question point-blank. 

''Befoier hesaid,Blowl)r. «<W^— afooL'' 

^Yon behmged to the majority, then!" said 
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Cigarette, with a piquance made a thousand times 
more piquant hy the camp slang she spoke in* 

^^You should not have had to come into the ranks, 
monami; majorities — specially that majority — have 
Tety smooth sailing generally T' 

He looked at her more doselj, though she wearied 
him. 

Where have you got your ironiea^ Cigarette f 
You are so 3rottng." 

She shrugged lier shoulders. 

" Bah I one is never young, and always young in 
camps* Toungt Pardieul When I was four, I 
could swear like a grenadier, plunder like a pr^fet, 
lie like a priest, and drink like a bohemian." . 

Yet — ^with ail that — and it was the truth, the brow 
was BO open under the dose rings of the curls, the 
skin so clcai' under the suu-tan, the mouth bu rich and 
so arch in its youth I 

Why did yon come into the service I" she went 
on, before he had a chance to answer her* ^ You 
were bom in the Noblesse — bah I I know an ai'is- 
tocrat at a glance I Ceux qui mt pris la peine de 
tutUre /<— don't you like Fiffoto t My Spabis played it 
last winter, and I was Figaro myself. Now many of 
those aristocrats come; shoals of them, but it is 
always for something. They all come for some- 
thing ; most of them have been mined by the Uonnes, 
a hundred million of francs gone in a quarter I 
Ah-bah I what blind bats the best of you are I They 
have gambled, or bet, or got into hot water, or fought 
too many duels, or caused a court scandal, or some- 
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thing; aU tlie aristocrats that come to AMca aie 
rained. What rained joa, Monneor rAnBtocraAT** 
^ArigtocratT lamnone. I am a OorponJ of the 

Chasseurs.'* 

^^Diablel IhayeknownaDukeaCiorporaLI ^^liat 
mined youf* 

"What ruins most men, I imagine — folly." 

"Folly sure enough I" retorted Cigarette, with 
scornful acqoiesoence* She had no patience with him* 
He danced so delicionsly, he looked so snperb, and he 
would give her nothing but these absent answers, 
" Wisdom don't bring men who look as you look into 
the ranks of the Yolonteers for Afinca. BesideSi yon 
are too handsome to be a sage I** 

He laughed a little. 

^ I never was one^ that^s certain. And yon are too 

pretty to be a cynic.** 

" A what V she did not know the word. "Is that 
a good cigar you have ? Give me one. Do women 
smoke in your old conntiyf ** 

" Oh yes — many of them." 

"Wh^ is it, then!" 

" I have no coontiy — now.'* 
Bnt tiie one you had t" 

^ I have forgotten I ever had one." 

" Did it treat you ill, then I" 

<<NotatalL** 

" Had you anything you cared for in it ? " 
« Well— yes.'* 

"What was iti Awomanf 
VOL. n. 0 
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*^ No— a horse.* 

He stooped bis head a little as he said and 
tnced mote 6giu<es dofwlj in die aaad; 

«Ahr 

She drew a sh(»t, quick breath. She understood 
that; she would only haye laughed at him had it 
been a woman: Cif^rette was more veracious tkau 
complimentary in lier estimate of her own sex. 

^ There Tras a man in the GKddes I knew," she 
went on softly, ^loFved a horse like that; — he would 
have died for Cossack; — but he was a terrible 
gambler, terrible. Not but what I like play myself. 
Well, one day he played and played till he was mad, 
and everytliing was gone ; and then in his ran;o he 
staked the only thing he had left. Staked and lost 
the hooree I He neyer said a word ; but he jnst slipped 
a pistol in his pocket, went to the stable, kissed 
Cossack once — twice — thrice — and shot himself 
through the heart.'' 

^ Poor fellow I** murmured the Chasseur d'Af riqne, 
in his eliesnut beard. 

Cigaiette was watching him with all the keenness 
of her falcon eyes ; he has gambled away a good deal 
too," she thought. ^ It is always fhe same old story 
with them." 

" Your cigars are good, mou lion^* she said, im- 
patiently, as she sprang up, her lithe elaslic figure in 
the bright vivandi^re uniform standing eut in foil 
relief against the pearly grey of the ruined pillars, 
the vivid green of the tank vegetation^ and the in- 
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tenae light of the .noon* ^ Your cigars are good^ 
Imt it is xnoie than your company is I Ma canteke! 

If yon had been as dull as this last night I would not 
have danced a single turn with you in the cancan ! 

And with m bound to idiich indignation lent wings 
Uke a swallow's, the Friend of the Fla^, hnidted and 
amazed at the apathy with which her advances to 
f fiendsbip bad been reoeived^ dashed €& at her top- 
most speed, shiging all the louder out of braTado. 
**To have notliiiig more to say to me after dancing 
with me all night 1 " thought Cigarette, with £erce 
wxaik at such oontumety, the first n^^ect the pet 
of tbe Spabis had ever experienced. 

She was incensed, too, that she had been degraded 
into that momentary wi^ that she knew how to read, 
and looked less like a boy — just because a Ghassenr 
with white hands and silent ways had made lier a grave 
bowl She was more incensed still because she could 
not get at his bistoiy, and feit, despite herself, a 
reluctance to bribe him for it with those cajolems 
whose potency slie had boasted to Tata Leroux, 
^Gixre ^ muttered the soldier-coquette pas- 

sionately, in her little white teeth^ so small and so 
pearly, though they had gripped a bridle tight before 
then, when each hand was Med with a pistol. " Oare 
^ Im! If be offend me there axe fire hundred 
swords that will thrust civility into him, five hundred 
shots that will teadi him the cost of daring to provoke 
Cigarette 1 " 

En route throogb the town ber wayward way took 

c 2 
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the pretty brunette Friend of the Flag as many 
devious meanderings as a bird takes in a sununei^s* 
day flight when it stops here for a berry, there for a 

grass-seed, here to dip its beak into cherries, there to 
dart after a dragon-fly^ here to shake its vdngs in a 
brook, there to poise on a lily-bell. 

She loitered in a thousand j ihices, for Cigarette knew 
everybody ; she chattered with a group of Turcos, she 
emptied her barrel for some ZouaveS| she ate sweet- 
meats with a lot of negro boy she boxed a little drum- 
mer's ear for slurring over the " r'lin tintin" at his prac- 
tice, she drank a demi-tasse with some officers at a caf ^ 
she had ten minutes* pistolnshooldng, where she beat 
lioliow a young dandy of the Guides who had come to 
look at Algiers for a week, and made even points with 
one of the flrst shots of the CavaUrie ^pied," as the 
Algerian antithesis runs, finally she paused before 
the open French window of a snow-wliite villa, half- 
buried in tamarisk and orange and pom^ranatCi with 
the deep-hued flowers glaring in the sun, and a hedge 
of wild cactus fencing it in ; through the cactus slie 
made her way as easily as a rabbit burrows ; it would 
have been an impossibility to Cigarette to enter by 
any ordinary means ; and balancing herself lightly on 
the sill for a second, stood looking in at the cliamber. 

ilOf M. le ^larquis I the Zouaves have drunk all 
my wine up ; fill me my keg with yours for once— 
the very best burgundy, mind. Tm half afraid your 
cellar will hurt my reputation;' 
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The chamber was veiy handsome, hung and fup- 

nished in the very best Pai'is fashion, and all glitter- 
ing with amber and ormolu and velvete; in it half a 
dozen men — officers of the cavalry-^weresittmg over 
their noon breakfast, and playing a lansquenet at the 
same time. The table was crowded with dishes of 
eveiysort, and wines of every vintage^ and the ha^ 
grance of their bouquet, the clouds of smoke, and the 
heavy scent of the orange-blossoms without, mingled 
together in an intense perfume. He whom she 
addressed, M. le Marquis de Ch4teauxoy^ laughed| 
and looked u^). 

" Ah, is it thee, my pretty brunette I Take what 
thou wantest out of the ice-pails," 

^I¥ender eruf " asked Cigarette, with the dubious 
air and caution of a connoisseur. 

Comet I " said M. le Marquis^ amused with the 
precautions taken with his cellar, one of the finest in 
Algiers. " Come iu and have some breakfast, nia belle. 
Only pay the toll," 

Where he sat between the window and the table 
he caught her in his arms and drew her pretty face 
down; Cigarette, with the laugh of a saucy child, 
whisked her cigar out of her mouth, and blew a great 
doud of smoke in his eyes. She had no particular 
fancy for him, though slie had for his wines. Shouts 
of miith from the other men completed the Marquis's 
discomfiture, as she swayed away from him, and went 
oror to thQ other side of the taUe, emptying some 
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bottles imceveminioiislj into her wine-keg; iced, 
ruby, pcrfumy claret that she could not have bought 
aiiTwherd for the hanacks.. 
^^Holil!'* cried tbe MftrqniB. ^Thoo «rt not 

gen ei : illy so coy \vith t1iy kisses, petite.'' 

Cigarette tossed her head* 

don't like bod duets after good I lye just 
been with your OotponI, ^Bei-^fkife^ienr ;' yon aie 
no beauty after him, M. le ColoneL** 

Chateaoro/s face dwdbBned. He was a cokMsaU 
limbed nia% whose bone waa iroiv and whose mosdfes 
were like oak-fibres ; he had a dark keen liead like an 
eagle's^ the browuanrow but very high, looking higher 
because the dose-cot hair was wom off the temples; 
thin lips hidden by heavy cnrfiog moustaches, and 
a skui burnt black by long African service. Still 
he was fairly handsome enough not to have mut- 
tered so heavy an qaih as he did at the Tinmdi^'s 
jest. 

"Sacre-bleu! I wish my Corporal were shot! one 
can never hear the last of him*" 

Cigarette darted a quick glanee at him. ^ Ohho, 
jealous, mon brave I " thought her quick wits, And 
why, I wonder! " 

^Yoftthaven^t a fmer soldier in yonr Chasseurs, man 
dier ; don't wish him shot for tiie guod of the ser- 
vice," said the Viscount de Chanrellon, who had 
mm a comannd of his om in the Light Gavahy of 
Algiers. ^Pardieu! if I had to choose whether 
I'd be backed by *Bel-a-faire-peur,' or by six other 
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men in a skirmish^ Td choose him and risk the 
odds." 

Ghlileanroytosaed off his bnKgimd^ ivith • eonftemip* 
toons impatience. 

Diable ! That is tlie galamatias one always hears 
about tfaift feUow — «a if he were a second Bolandy or 
a revivified Bayard I / see iratfaing parlieakr in hiiiiy 
exccjit tliat he's too fine a gentleman for the ranks.*' 

"i'ine ? Ah ! " langhed CigsuK^e. " He made me 
a bow this monuiig like a ooort ebasiberlaiii — and 
bis beard is like carded silk — and hehassiM^ womanh 
hands, mon Dieu I But he is a croc-jnitcdm too.'* 

^^Eatberr kngbed Claude de ObanreUon, as ma^ 
nificent a soldier bimself as ever crossed swords. ^ I 
said lie would eat fii'e the very minute he played that 
queer game at dice -with me years ago. I wish I 
bad bim instead of you, Cbftteamoy* Like b^tning 
in a charge, and yet the very man for a dangerons 
bit of secret sendee that wants the softness of a pan- 
ther. We all let our tongues go too much, but he 
says so little — ^ju^ a word here^ a word therey-^-wben 
one's wanted — no more ; and he's the devil's own to 
fight." 

The Marquis heard the praise of his Corpora!, knit- 
ting his heavy brows. It was evident the private was 
no favourite with him. 

^The fdkw rides well enooj^," be said, with an 
affectation of carelessness ; there— for what I sec 
18 the end uf his marvels. I wish you had him, Claude, 
with ail my sooL" * 
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'*01i-h^!" cried Chanrcllon, wiping the Khenish 
off his tawny moustaches, he should have been a 
captain by thisy if I bad. Morblen ! be is a splendid 
sabreur — kiUs as many men to his own sword as I 
could myself y when it comes to a hand in hand fight ; 
bleaks horses in like magic ; rides them like the wind^ 
has a hawVs eye oyer open coimtry ; obeys like clock- 
work ; what more can you want 1 " 

^ Obeys 1 yes^'' said the Colonel of Chasseurs^ with 
a'snarL He'd obey without a word^ if yon.ordeied 
him to walk up to a. cannon's mouth and be blown 
from it ; but he gives you such a d— d languid 
^rand seigneur glance as he listens that one would 
think he commanded the re^^ment.'* 

" But he's very popular with your men^ tuo ? " 
^^Monsienr, the worst quality a Corporal can have. 
His idea of maintaining discipline is to treat them to 
cognac, and give tliciu tobacco.'* 

« Pardieu ! not a bad way either with our Jb rench 
fize-eaters. H eonnaU eon mmde; ee hrave* Yonr 
squadrons would go to the devil after hinu'' 
The Colonel gave a grim laugh. 
^^I dare say nobody knows the way better.' 
Cigarette^ flirting with the other officers^ drinking 
champagne by great glassfuls, eating bonbons from 
onOf sipping another's soup, puUing the limbs of a suo 
cnlent ortohui to pieces with a rdish, and devouring 
tmffles with all the zest of a bon-vivant^ did not lose 
a wordy and catcliing the inflection of Ch&teauroy's 
.Toic% settled with her own thoughts that Bel-4-f aiie- 
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peur" liad not a fair Held or a smooth course witli hi*? 
Colonel. The weathercock heart of the little "friend 
of the Flag " veered round, with her ses^s commoii 
custom, to the side that was the weakest. 

" Dieu de Dieu, le Colonel ! " she cried, while 
she ate M* le ColoneFs fate gras with as little ceremony 
and as mnch enjoyment as would be expected from a 
young plunderer accustomed to think a meal all the 
better spiced by being stolen " by the rules of war," 
— ^ whatever else yonr handsome Corporal is, he is an 
aristocrat. Ah, ah, I know the aristocrats — do I 
Their touch is so gentle, and their speech is so soft, 
and they have no slang of the camp^ and yet they axe 
sach diabhtmB to fight and eat steel, and die lauglilng 
all so quiet and nonchalnnt. GKve me the aristocrats 
-^the real thing, you know. Not the ginger cakes, 
jnst ^t, that are ashamed of bemg honest bread — ^bat 
the old blood like Bel-&rf aire-penr.'' 

The Colonel laughed, but I'estlessly ; the little in- 
grate had aimed at a sore point in hinu He was of 
the First Empire Nobility, and he was weak enough, 
though a fierce, dauntless, iron-nerved soldier, to be 
discontented with the great fact that his fatlicr had 
been a hero of the Army of Italy and scarce inferior 
in genins to Massena, because impatient of the minor 
one that, before strapping on a knapsack to have his 
first taste of war under Custine, the Marshal had been 
but a postilion at a posting imi in the heart of the 
Nivemais. 

^^Ah, my brunette he answered, with a rough 
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langhy haye jou taken my popular (jorporai for your 
loTerf Yon dwukl f^ro jom old fnends warning 

first, or he may chance to get an ugly spit on a 
sabre." 

The Amie dn Dmpeaa toesed off ber sixth ^ass of 
champagne. She felt for the first time in her life a 

flnsh of hot blood on her brown clear cheek, well used 
as she was to such jests and such lovers as these. 

^ Ma foi fllie said, eooUy. ^He would be moire 
likely to spit than be spitted if it came to a duel. I 
should like to sec liim in a duel ; there is not a pret- 
tier .sight in the worid when boih men have seieiice. 
As for fighting for mel Moihleal I will thank 
nobody to have the impudence to do it, unless L order 
them out Coqoehne got shoi iot me, yoa remember ; 
—he was a pretty f eUow, Goquefine^ and they killed 
him so clumsily, that tliey disfigured liiin turribly — it 
was quite a pity. I said then 1 would have no more 
handsome men fig^t about me^ You may, if yon like^ 
M. le Faucon Noir.'^ 

Which title she gave with a saucy laugh, hitting 
with a chocolate bonbon the black African-bnmt 
vissge of the ommpotent chief she had the audacity 
to attack. High or low, they were all the same to 
Cigaiette. She would have " slanged'' the Emperor 
Idmseif with tiie aelf-flaiiie ooolnes^ and the Army had 
given bar a passport of immmiity so wide^ that it would 
hii\ e lared ill with any one who had ever attempted 
to bring the vivandidre to book for her uttermost 
mischief. 

^ By the way I " she went on, quick as thoughi^ 



Digitized by Gopgle 



27 



with her reddesffdefvil-BiftjNcare gaiety. ^ One thing ! 
— Your Coiporal will demoralise the Amy of Africa, 
m'sieu ? " 

^£hf HeflhaUhaveanooiiooof cdldleadbefcce 

he does. What in ? " 

" He will demoralise it," said Cigarette, with a saga- 
cunas shake of her head. ^If thc^f^dkiwhiseBaiiqidfl^ 
we shan't ha;ye a GhaaBear^ or a Spahis, or s PkN»* 
^iou, or a Sapeur worth anythin g ^ 

Sacral What does he doT' The ColoQeTs 
strong teeth hit saTBgelj through his tiffx ; he would 
have given much to haye been al4e to find a single 
thin^ of insubordiaation or laxity of duty in a soldier 
who irritated and aimojed hiin^ hot who obejed him 
impUdtly, and was one of the most biillisBi ^6e^ 
eaters " of his regiment. 

^ He wcoi't only demoralise the Aimy/' pursued 
C^aiett^ with viTaeuHis eloquence^ ^bat if his 
example is followed, he'U ruin the Prefets, close tlie 
Bureaux, destroy the Exchequer^ beggar all the ufBr 
•Gud^ make African life as tame as milk-and-water, 
and rob yaUf M. le Colonel, of joor highest 
and dearest privilege 1 ** 

^^Sacre-bkal" ccied her hearers, as their hands 
instinctiydj sought their awQida^ ^^wliat does hl» 
do?" 

G^arette looked at them out of her arch black 
lashes. 

^Whfj As nam tAicMs fiwn ik&Art^! H ihe 

fashion come in, adieu to our oceupat^m. Court- 
martial him, Colonel I " 
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With which sally Cigarette thrust her curls back 
off her temples^ and launched herself into lans- 
quenet with all the ardour of a gambler and the 
vivacity of a clilld, her eyes flashing, her cheeks 
Hushing^ her little teeth set, her whole soul in the 
whirl of the game^ made all the more riotous by the 
peels of laughter from her comrades, and the wines 
that were washed down like water. Cigarette was a 
terriblo little gamester, and had gaming made very 
easy to her, for it was the creed of the Amy that her 
losses never counted, but her gains were paid to lier 
often double or treble. Indeed, so well did she play, 
and so well did the Ooddess of Hazard favour her^ that 
she might have gro\vn a millionaire on the fruits of 
her dice and her cards, but for this fact, that what- 
ever the little Friend of the Flag had in her hands 
one hour, was given away the next, to the first 
wounded soldier, or ailing veteran, or needy Arab 
woman that required the charity. 

As much gold was showered on her as on Isabel of 
the Jockey Club ; but Cigarette was never the richer 
for it. Bah I she would say, when they told her 
of her heedlessnessy money is like a miU^ no good 
standing stDl. Let it turn, turn, turn, as fast as ever 
it can, and the more bread will come from it for the 
people to eat." 

The vivandiire was by instinct a fine political 
economist. 

Meanwhile, where she had left him among the stones 
of the mined mosque^ the Chaasemv whom they nick- 



Digitized by Gopgle 



l'ahib bit duaj^eav/* 



29 



named Bel-4-faire-pear, in a double aenae, because of 
his ^'woman's face^** as Tata Lerova tenaed it^ and 
l)ecaiise of the terror his sword had become through 

North Africa, sat motionless with his right am rest- 
ing on hb knee, and his spurred heel thrust into the 
sandy the sun shining down unheeded in its fierce 
Liiining glare on the chesnut masses of iiis beard, and 
the bright glitter of his uniform. 

He was a dashing cavahy soldier, who had had a 
dozen wounds cut over his body by the Bedouin swords, 
in many and hot skirmishes ; who had waited through 
sultry African nights for the lion's tread, and had 
fought the desert-ldng and conquered; who had 
ridden a thousand miles oyer the <^a'eat sand waste, and 
the boundless arid plains, and slept under the stars 
with the saddle breath his head, and his rifle in his 
hand, all through the night; who had senred, and 
served well, in iierce, arduous, unremitting work, in 
trying campal|piB and in dose discipline; who had 
blent the verve, the brilliance, the daring, the eat- 
drink-{ind-enjoy-for-to-morrow-we-die of the French 
Chasseur, with something that was very different, 
. and much more tranquil. 

Yet, though as bold a man as any enrolled in the 
i'rench Service, he sat alone here in the shadow of 
the column, thoughtful, motionless, lost in silence. 

In his left hand was a OaUgtumi six months old, 
and his eyes rested on a line in the obituary : 

On the 10th ult, at Eoyallieu, suddoily, the Bight * 
Hon. Denzi], Viscount BoyalHeu ; aged 90." 
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CIOABETTE EN BACCBA2STK, 

Yakiias vmitetum I The dost ol death lies over 
the fallen ahars of BnbwtiB^ where onoe ail £g7pt 
came down the flood Rowing Nile^ and Herodotus 
museLl under the shadowy foiiage, looking on the 
lake-like nag^ ot wmtec The Temple of the Smif 
wfaeve Ihf^ beaafcy of Aaenath broiled iiie landite to 
»^orge^ Lis sale into bondage aiid baiii^liment, lies in 
s^peless liillnr]c5>, over which, canter the moles <^ 
dragomeo, and chatter the tongxies of tourists. 
Where the Lutetian Palace of Jnliaii saw the 
Legions rush, with torches and with wine-bowls, to 
salute their dadtng as Aagusto% the sledge-hammer 
and the staoeo «f the Hawwuma fiat bear desol** 
tiuii ill lIilIi' wake. Levantine dice are rattled, where 
Hv7)atia 3 voice was heard. Bills of exchange are 
tnrffiriri^ i% whoe Cieopsftni wMdsnd nder ihe 
pafan aisles of her rose gRideas» DmBmnoll their 
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caserne^K^allsi where Drusus f dl and Sulla laid down 
domiiiuMi* 

And iieie— *m die lind of Humiba], in 'ihe 

quest of Scipio, in the Phoenicia, whose k)vcli]ies3 
nsed to flash in the humingi searuiirroFed sxnif while 
her fleets wemt eastward and westward for the honej 
of Athens and the gold of Spain — here Gi^^iette 
danced the Cancan I 

An aubetge of the barriin swung its si^ of the 
jia de Piqttey where f eatheiy pahns once had waved 
above mosques of snowy gleam, with maiblc domes 
and jewelled arabesques, and the hush of prayer 
nnder oolnimied aiaies. ^ BebiU ds UquettrSf et 
tabacj** was written, where onoe Terses of the Koran 
had been blazoned by reverent hands along por- 
phyry condoes and capitais of j«per. A Caf^ 
Chantant reared its impudent little roo^ where once, 
far back in the dead cycles, Phoonician warriors had 
watched the galleys of the gold-haired favourite of the 
gods bear down to smite heat against whom ^ one 
unpardonable sin of rivalry to Eome was quoted. 

The riot of a Paris guinguette was heard, where 
ooee the tent of Belissrins might have been spread 
above &e majestic head that towered in 3mth above 
the tempestuous seas of Gothic armies, as when, 
silvered with age, it rose as a rock against the on- 
sweefODg flood of Bolg^oian kodea. The grisette 
charms of little tobacconists, milliners, flower-girls, 
lemonade-seliers, bonbon sellers, and £lles de joie 
flaunted fteoMelves in the gaa^li^^ where the In^ 
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trous sorceress eyes of Antonina might Lave glanced 
over the Afnc Sea, while her wanton's heart, so 
strangely filled with leonine courage and shameless 
licence, heroism and bratality, cruelty and self-de* 
votiou, swelled uiider the purples of her delicate vesti 
at the glory of the man she at once diahonooted and 
adored* 

Vanitas vanltatum ! Under the thirsty soil, under 
the ill-paved streets, under the aiid turf, the Legiona 
lay dead, with the Carthaginians they had borne 
down under the mighty pressure of their phalanx; 
and the Byzantine ranks were dust side by side with 
the soldiers of Gelimer. And here^ aboTe the grayes ' 
of two thousand centuries, the little light feet of 
Cigai-ette danced joyously in that triumph of the 
Living, who never remember that they also are 
dancing onward to the tomb ! 

It was a low-roofed, white-plastered, gaudily-decked, 
smoke-dried mimicry of the guinguettes beyond Paris. 
The long xoom^ that was an imitation of the Salle de 
Mars on a Lilliputian scale^ had some bunches of 
lights flaring here and there, and had its walls adorned 
^dth laurel - wreaths, stripes of tricoloorcd painty 
vividly coloured medallions of the Second Empire, 
and a little pink gauze flourished about it, that 
flashed into brightness mider tlie jets of flame-^ 
trumpery^ yet trumpery, which, thanks to the instinct 
of the French esprit, harmonised, and did not vul- 
garise ; a gift French instinct alone possesses. The 
floor was bare and well polished; the air full of 
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tobacco-Bmoke^ wise fumes, brandj odoun^ and an 
overpofwering scent of oil, garlic, and pot au feu. 
Riotous music pealed throufrli it, that even in its 
clamour kept a certain silvery ^ certain rhytbr 
mical cadence. Pipes were snu^ed, banrack slang, 
camp dang, barrifere slang, temple slang, were chat- 
tered volublj. Theresa's songs were sung by bright- 
eyed, saUow-eheeked Parisiennes, and chorased hj 
the lusty lun gs of Zonaves and Tnrcos. Gk>od knmoar 
prevailed, though of a wild sort ; the mad gallop of 
the Rigolboche had just flown round the room, like 
lightning, to the crash and the tumult of the most 
headlong music that ever set spurred heels stamping 
and grisettes' heels flying : and now, where the crowds 
of soldiers and women stood back to leaye her a dear 
place, Cigarette was dancing alone* 

She had danced the cancan ; she had danced since 
sunset ; she had danced till she had tired out cavalry- 
men, who could go days and nights in the saddle 
without a sense of fatigue, and made Spahis cry 
quarter, who never gave it by any chance in the 
battle-iield; and she was dancing now like a little 
Bacchante, as fresh as if she had just sprung up 
from a long summer day*s rest. Dancing as she would 
dance only now and then, when caprice took her, and 
her wayward yivaci^ was at its height, on the green 
space before a tent full of general officers, on the bare 
jSoor of a barrack-room, under the canvas of a fete* 
da/s booth, or as here, in the mUe of a cafe. 

Marshals had more than onc9 essayed to bribe 

TOL. II. D 
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the famous Httle Friend of ihe Flag to dance for 

them, iiiid had failed : but, for a set of soldiers, war- 
worn, dust-covered, weary with toil and stiff with 
wcnndsy she would do it, till tkej forgot their ilLs^ 
and got as intoxicated with it as with champagne. 
For her gi*os bcl/ees, if they were really in want of it, 
she would do anything. She would flout a star- 
corered Gkneral, box the ears of a brilliant Aide, send 
killing missiles of slang at a dandy of a regiment de 
famille, and refuse point-blank a Hussian Grand 
I>uke ; but to met etifans" as she was given to calling 
the rough tigers and grisly veterans of the Army of 
Africa, Cigarette was never capricious, however mis- 
chievously she would rally, or contemptuously would 
rate lihem, when they deserved it* 

And she was dancing for them now. 

Her soft short curls all fluttering, her cheeks all 
bright with a scarlet flush, her eyes as black as night 
and full of Are, her gay little uniform, with its scarlet 
and pui'ple, making her look like a fuchsia bell tossed 
by the wind to and fro^ ever so lightly, on its delicate 
swaying stem, Cigarette danced with the wild grace 
of an Almeh, of a Bayadere, of a Nautch girl, as 
untutored and instinctive in her as its song to a bird, 
as its swiftness to a chamois* To see Cigarette was 
like drinking light fiery wines, whose intoxication was 
gay as mischief, and sparkling as themselves. All 
the warmth of Africa, all the wit of France^ all the 
bohemianiflnk of the Flag, all the caprices of her ses, 
were in that bewitching dancing. Flashing, flutter- 
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ing^ circling whirling, glancing lika a Mbxe's gleam^ 
tosnng like a fiowez^s Head, bounding fike an ante* 

lope^ launching like an arrow, darting like a falcon, 
skimming like a swallow ; then for an instant resting 
as indolently, as languidly, as Tduptuonly, as a 
water-lily rests on the water's breast; — Cigarette en 
Bacchante no man could resist. 

When once she abandoned hetself to the afflatus 
of that dance-delirinm, ishe did with her beholders 
what she would. The famous Cachuclia, tliat laadc 
the reverend Cardimik of Spain fling off their pon- 
tifical vestments, and snixender themsdves to the 
witchery of the castanets and the gleam of the white 
twinkling feet, was never more irresistible, more en- 
chanting, more full of wild, sof^ bizarre, delicious 
grace. It was a poem of motion and cokror, an ode 
to Venus and Bacchus. 

All her heart was in it — that heart of a girl and a 
soldier, of a hawk and a kitten, of a bohemian and 
an epiciu-ean, of a lascar and a child, which beat so 
brightly and so boldly under the dainty gold aiglettes 
with which she laced her dashing little nnif onn, ^ 

In the Ohambr^ of Zephyrs, among the Bonam 
of Spaliis, on sandy soil under African stars, above 
the heaped plunder brought in from a razzia, in the 
jdlow light of candles fastened to bayonets stuck in 
the earth at a bivouac, on the broad deal table of a 
baiTack-rooni full of black-browed coiiscrits indigenes^ 
amidst the thundering echoes of the Maiseillaise des 
BataiUons, shoated from the brawny chests of Zonavesi 
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Cigarette had danced, danced, danced, till her whole 

vivacious Kfe seemed pressed into one hour, and all the 
mirth and mischief of her little brigand's soul seemed 
to have found their utterance in those tiny, slender, 
spurred, and restless feet, that never looked to touch 
the earth which they lit on lightly as a bird alights, 
onlj to leave it afresh, with wider swifter bound, with 
ceaseless airy flight. 

So she danced now, in the cabaret of the As de 
Pique. She had a famous group of spectators, not - 
one of whom knew how to hold himself back from 
springing in to seize her in his arms, and whirl with 
her down the floor. But it had been often told them 
by experience, that, imless she beckoned one out, a 
blow of her clenched hand and a cessattou of her im- 
promptu pas de seul, would be the immediate result. 
Her spectators were renowned croque-mitaiim ; men 
whose names rang like trumpets in the ear of 
Kabjle and Marabout; men who had fought under 
the noble colours of the day of Mazagran, or had 
cherished or emulated its traditions ; men who had 
the salient features of all the varied species that 
make up the soldiers of Africa. 

There was Ben Arslan, with his crimson burnous 
wrapped round his towering stature, from whom 
Moor and Jew fled as before a pestilence, the 
fiercest, deadliest, most voluptuous of all the Spahis ; 
brutalised in his dijnk, merciless in his loves ; all an 
Arab when once back in the desert, with a blow of 
a scabbaid his only payment for forage, and a thrust 
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of his sabre his oiiij apology to husbancU, but to the 
Service a slaye, and in the combat a lion. 

Tliere was Beau-Bruno, a dandy of Tnrcos, whose 
snowy turban and olive beauty bewitched half the 
women of Algeria, who 'himself affected to neglect 
his conquests^ with a supreme contempt for those 
indulsjenccs, but wlu; would have been led out and 
shot rather than forego the personal adomings, for 
which his adjutant and his capUaine du bureau 
growled unceasing ^vrath at Mm with every day that 
shone. 

There was Pouffer^e-Birey a little Tringlo,* the 
wittiest, gayest, happiest, sunniest-tempered droll in 

all the army, who wuuld sing the carnp'Songs so 
joyously through a burning march, that the whole of 
the battalions would break into one refrain as with 
one throat, and press on laughing, shouting, running, 
heedless of thirst, or heat, or famine, and as full of 
moinkey-like jests as any gamins. 

There was En-tarmabbull,t so nicknamed from his 
love for that unceremonious slang phrase — ^a Zouave 
who had the history of a Gil Bias, and the talent of 
a Orichton, the morals of an Abruzzi brigand, and 
the wit of a Fulstaff; aquiline-nosed, eagle-eyed, 
black-skinned as an African, with adventures enough 
in his life to outvie Munchausen, with a purse always 
pleine de vide,l as the camp sentence runs; who 
thrust his men through the body as coolly as others 

* Soldier of ibe cominiaMrUt and of fb» baggage-traini. 

t Est-^qiie-tii M foil ? in ordinary French. | Peonilosa. 
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jdil wasps ; wlio roasted a shepherd over the camp- 
fire for contuuuu^ in conoealing Bedoain where- 
abonts; yet who woald pawn his last shirt at the 
bazaar to help a comrade iii debt, and had once 
substitated himsdf f or^ and reoeiTed fifty blows on 
the loins in the stead of, his sworn friend, whom he 
loved "with that love of David for Jonathan, which, 
in Caserne life, is readier found than in Club life. 

There was Patteft-du-Ti/^ a amall wiiy supj^ 
limbed fire-eater, with a skin like a coal and eyes 
that sparkled like the live coal's flame, a veteran of 
the Joyenx, who oookl discipline his roughs as a sheep- 
dog his lambs, and who had one curt martial law for 
his detachment, brief as Draco's, and trimmed to suit 
either an attack on the enemy or the chastisement of 
an indiscipline, lying in one simple word — ^^^Fu- 
oUez.'' 

There was Barbe-Grise, a grisly ancien of Zephyrs, 
who held the highest repute of any in his battalion 
for rushing on to a foe with a foot speed that conld 
equal the cant<ar of an Arab's horse ; for having 
stood alone once the bmnt of thirty Bedouins' attack, 
and ended by beating them back, though a dozen 
spear-heads were launched into his body, and his 
pantalons garancea were filled with his o>vn blood; 
and for framing a matchless system of night plunder 
that swept the country bare as a table-rock in an 
hour, and made the colons surrender every hidden 
treasure^ from a pot of gold to a hen's eggs, from a 
caldron of couscoussou to a tomcat* 
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There was Alcide EcbaufoureeSy also a Ze]^hyXf 
who had his nickname from the marreUoiu chuigea 

of costume with which he would pursue his erratic 
expedition, and deceive the very Ai-abs themselves 
into believing him a bofn Mnsrahnan; a very 
handsome fdlow, the Lanznn of his battalion^ the 
iirominel of his caserne ; coquette with his kepi on 
one side of his graceful head, and his maustaches 
soft as a lady's hair, whose paradise was a score of 
dangerous intrigues, and whose seventh heaven was 
a duel with an infuiiatcd husband; incorrigibly 
laafy, but with the Italian lasiness, as of the panther 
who sleeps in the son, and with sach episodes of ro- 
mance, mischief, love, and devilry in his twenty-five 
years of existence as would leave behind them all the 
invention of DumaSy ph^ au fiU* 

All these and many more like them were the 
spectators of Cigarette" s ballet, applauding with the 
wild hurrah of the desert, with the clashing of spura^ 
with the thunder of feet, with the demoniac shrieks 
of irrepressible adoration and delii^ht. 

And every now and then her bright eyes would 
£ash over the ring of familiar faces, and glance from 
them with an impatient disappointment as she danced ; 
lier gros btbees were not enough for her. She wanted 
a Chasseur witii white hands and a grave smile to be 
amongst them ; and she shook back her carl% and 
flushed angrily as she noted his absence, and went on 
with the pirouettes, the circling flights, the wild 
resistless abandonm^t of her inspirations^ till she was 
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like a little desert-hawk that is intoxicated witn the 
scent of picy borne down upon the wind, and wheel- 
ing like a mad thing in the transparent »iher and the 
hot sun-glow. 

li'As de Pique was the especial estaminet of the 
ehoMei^mairaM. He was in the honse ; she knew it ; 
had she not seen him drinking with some others^ ix 
rather paying for all but taking little himself; just as 
she entered ! He was in the hons^ this mysterious 
Bel-&-f aire-peur--and was not here to see her dance ! 
Not here to see the darling of the Douars ; the pride 
of every Chacal, Zephyr, and Chasseur in Africa; 
the Amie du Drapeau who was adored by eveiy one, 
from Chefs de Bataillons to fantassins, and toasted by 
every drmker, from Algiers to Oran, in the Cham- 
pagne of Messieurs les Gdn^raux as in the Cric of 
the Loustics round a camp-fire ! 

He w^as not there ; he was leaninix over the little 
wooden ledge of a narrow window in an inner room| 
from which, one by one, some Spahis and some 
troopers of his own ^n^u,* with whom he had just been 
drinking such burgundies and brandies as the place 
conld give, had sloped away one by one under the irre- 
slBtible attraction of fhe vivandi^re. An attraction, 
however, that had not seduced them till all the bottles 
were emptied, bottles more in number and higher in 
cost than were prudent in a Corporal who had but his 
pay, and that scant enough, to keep himself, and who 
had known what it was to find a roll of white bread 

* S^pitdfon* 




Digitized by Google 



OIOABETTE EN BACCHANTE. 



41 



and a cup of coffee a luxuiy b^nd all reach, and to 

have to fairt la lessive* up to the last thing in his haver- 
sack to bay a toss of thin wine when he was dying of 
thirst, or a slice of melon when he was parching with 
African fever. 

But prudence had at no time been his speciality, 
and the reckless life of Algeria was not one to teach 
it, with its frank brotherly fellowship that bound the 
soldiers of each battalion, or each squadron, so closely 
in a fraternity of which every member took as freely 
as he gave ; its gay, careless carpe diem canip-philo- 
sophy, the unconscious pliilosopliy of men who enjoyed 
heart and soul if they Iiad a chance, because they 
knew they might be shot dead before another day 
broke; and its swift and vivid changes that made 
tirailleurs and troopers one hour lich as a king in loot, 
in wine^ in dark-eyed captives at the sacking of a tribe, 
to be the next day famished, scorched, dragging their 
wear}' limbs, or urging their sinking liorses through 
endless sand and burning heat, glad to sell a cartouche, 
if they dared so break regimental orders, or to rifle a 
henroost, if they came near one, to get a mouthful of 
food, changing everj-thing in their haversack for a sup 
of dirty water, and driven to pay with the thrust of 
a sabre for a lock of wretched grass to keep their 
beasts alive through the sickliness of a sirocco. 

All these taught no caution to any nature normally 
without it; and the chief thmg that his regiment had 
loved, in him whom they named Bel-W aire-peur, from 

* S«UIiuwhde6£R9Ctfc 
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the first day lliat lie had bound Ins red waist-sash 

about his loins, and the officiers of the bureau had 
looked oyer the new Tolmiteery minrmmiiig %dimringly 
in their teeth " Ce (jaiUard ira loin ! had been that 

all he had was given, free as the wind^ to any who 
asked or needed. 

The all was slender enough. Unkes he live bj 
the ingenuity of his own mannfacttires, or by thieving 
or intimidating the j)eople of the couutr}', a French 
soldier has but barren fare and a hard strog^ with 
hunger and poverty; and it waa the one momrar 
against him, when he was lowest in tlie ranks, tliat 
he would never f oUow the fashion, in wringing out 
by force or threat the posseBaions of the native popor 
lation. The one reproach, that made his fellow- 
lascars* impatient and suspicious of him, was that he 
refused any share in thoee xon^ axgnments of blows 
and longes with which they were accnstomed to per- 
suade every victim they came nigh to yield them up 
all such treasures of food, or drink, or riches, from 
sheep's liver and conaoousson, to Morocco carpets and 
skins of brandy and coins hid in the sand, that the 
Arabs miglit be so unhappy as to owti in their reach* 
That the fattest pullet of the poorest Bedouin was as 
sacred to him as the banquet of his own Chef d'Es- 
cadruii, let hiui be ever so famislied after the longest 
day's marcli, was an eccentricity, and an insult to the 
usages of the corps, for which not even his daring and 
his popularity could wholly procure him pardon. 

But this defect in him was counterbalanced by the 

* Soldien. 
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lavishnefls witli wluch his dkoamjp^ was kn^ gii^^ <x 
spent in the very momeiit of its reodpt* Kamanof his 

irihu wanted aiijtliing, lie knew that l)el-Li-f aire-pexir 
wcMild offer his last sou to aid him^ or^ if mon^ were 
aU gone^ would sell the last iarifle he possessed to the 
Sis-painHseIs,t to ^ enough to assist his cmnrade. It 
was a virtue wliich went far to vouch for all others 
in the view of his lawless^ (open-handed brethren of 
the Ohambr^f and the Gamp, and made them forgive 
him many moinents, when the mood of silence and 
the habit of sohtud£^ not uncommon with him, would 
otherwise have incensed a fraternity with whom t» 
fmB swiBse ! § '* is the deadliest diarge, and the sen- 
tence of excommunication against anj who dare to 
pcorohe it. 
One of those moods was on him now« 
He had had a drinking-bout with the men who had 
left him^ and had laughed as gaily and as carelessly, 
if not as riotously, as any of them at the wild mirth, 
the unbridled licence, the amatory recitations, and the 
Bacchic odes in their lawless «apV, that had ushered 
the night in while his wines unlocked the tongoes 
and flowed down the throats of the fierce Aiab-Spahis 
and the French cavahy-men. But now he leant out 
of the pent-up casement, with his arms folded on the 
sill, and a short pipe in his teeth, thoughtful and boH- 
tarv after the or«iie, whose heavy fumes and clouds 
of smoke still hung heavily on the air within. 
The window looked on a little, dull, close conrtFyaid, 

« 

♦ Vny. -f- Working-soldier-? of the administration. 

% Sleeping-room in s barrack. § lou live alone^ or apart. 
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where the yellow leaves of a withered gourd trailed 

drearily over the grey uneven stones. The clamour 
of the applause and the ring of the music from the 
dandng-haii echoed with a whirling din in hia ear, 
and made, in sharper stranger contrast, the qniet of 
the narrow court with its strip of starr)' sky above 
its four high walls. 

He leaned there musing and grave, hearing little 
of the noise about him ; — there was always noise 
of some sort in the clangour and tumult of barrack 
or bivooac life^ and he had grown to heed it no 
more than he heeded the roar of desert beasts abont 
him, when he slept in the desert or the hills ; — but, 
looking dreamily oat at the little shadowy sqoarei 
with the sear gourd leaves and the rough misshapen 
stones. His present and his future were neither 
much brighter than the gloomy waiied-in den on 
which he gazed. 

Twelve years before, when he had been ordered 
into the champ de manoeuvre for the first time, to see 
of what mettle he was made, the instructor had watched 
him with amazed eyes, mnttering to himself, THeru I 
ce nest pas un ^ bleu** — ceci ! What a rider ! Dieu 
de Dieu ! he knows more than we can teach. He 
has served before now — served in some Emperoz^s 
picked guard I " 

And when he had passed from the exercising- 
ground to the campaign, the Army had found in lum 
one of the most splendid of its many splendid soldiers ; 
and in the folios matricides^ there was no page of 
* Baw Meruit. f Duly ngisfeer of Uw troopen* conduct 
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achievements, of exploits, of services, of dangers, that 
showed a more brilliant array of militaiy deserts than 
his. Yety for many years, he had been passed by 
unnoticed: he had now not even the cross on his 
chest, and he had only slowly and with iuiiuite 
difficulty been promoted so far as he stood now — 
Corporal in the Chasseurs d'Afrique-^a step only 
just accorded liiin because %vovinds innumerable, and 
distinctions without number in countless skirmishes, 
had made it impossible to cast him wholly aside any 
longer.* 

The cause lay in the implacable enmity of one man 
— ^his Chief. 

FaiHsundered as they were by position, and rarely 
as they could come in actual contact, that merciless 
weight of animosity from the great man to his soldier 
had laid on the other like iron, and clogged him from 
all advancement, Ilis thoughts were of it now. 
Only to-day, at an inspection, the accidentally-broken 
saddle-girth of a boy-conscript had f urmshed pretext 
for a funoits reprimand, a volley of insolent oppro- 
brium hurled at himself, under which he had had to 
sit mute in his saddle^ with no other sign that he was 
human beneath the outrage than the blood that would^ 
despite himself, flush the pale bronze of his forehead. 
His thoughts were on it now. 

There axe many losses that are bitter enough," 
he mused, ^but there is not one so bitter as the loss 
of the right to resent ! " 

A whirlwind of laughter, so loud that it drowned 
the music of the shrill yiolins and thundering drams, 
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echoed ibrough the Tooms aend aheok him from hk 

reverie. 

"They are bona enfants" he tiiougkt, with a half 
smile, Bs he listened ; thej are more honest in their 
mirth as in thenr wraih, than we erer were in that 
old world of mine/* 

Amidst the shouts, the crash, the tumult, the gay 
ringing Yoice of Cigarette rose distinct. She had 
apparently paused in her dancing to exchange one of 
those passes of arms which were her speciality, in the 
Sahir that she, a child of the regiments of Africa, 
had known as her mother tongue* 

" II fait Suisse ? "* she cried, disdainfully. " Paff 
et tu bu de sa gcmrde, chenapan f 

The grumbled assent of the accused was inau- 
dible. 

" Ingrat ! pursued ihe scornful, triumphant voice 
of the Tiyandi^; ^you would hazcarder^ your 
mother^s graye-clothes ! Yon would eat your children, 
en fncassie ! You would sell your father's bones for 
a drau^t of tordrboyaud 1% Va t*en, chien I " 

The screams of mirth redoubled ; Gigarette^s style 
of withering eloquence was suited to all her auditors' 
tastes, and under the chorus of laughs at his cost, her 
infuriated adTersary i^ucked up courage and roared 
forth a defiance. 

Ma cantche ! white hands and a brunette's face 
are fine things for a soldier. He kills women, he 

* Toa call hini a miMathrope? and you hftve beea drinkiag at his 

expenso, you rwKsal ? 
t PawiL f, Bmidjr. 
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kills women witli his lady's grace! Gr(m£ chose 
far' 

^Ha does not pull their em to make them give 

him their style* and beat them with a matraque\ if 
they don't fry his egga fast enough, as you do, Barbe- 
Giise," retorted the ccnteaLptaous tones of the 
champion of the absent. White hands^ morblen ! 
Well, his hands are not always in other people's 
pockets as yours are, Meripant ! " 
This forcible tu quoque recrimination is in high 

relisliinthe Caserne; the .screams of mirth redoubled; 
Barbe-Grise was a redoubtable authority whom the 
^dest dare-devil in his bri^wle dased not contradict, 
aiid he was getting the worst of it under the lash of 
Cigarette's tongue, to the infinite glee of the whole 
ball-room. 

^^Daml — his hands cannot work as mine can!" 

growled her opponent. 

" Oh, ho 1 " cried the httle lady, with supreme dis- 
dain; '^they don't twist cocks' throats and skin 
rabbits they have thieved, perhaps, like yours, but 
they w^ould wring your neck before breakfast to get 
an appetite, if they could tondb such canaiUeJ* 

^ CanaiUlet** thundered the insulted Barbe-Grrise. 

Ma cantche ! if you were but a man I " 

" What would you do to me, brigand f " screamed 
Cigarette, in fits of laughter ; ^give me fifty blows 
of matraque, as your officers g»ve yon last week for 
stealing hisjamboni from the blanc-beo f § 

* Maaty, f Stidc. 
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A growl like a lion from the badgered Barbe-Giise 
sliook the walls ; she had cast her mischieyous stroke 

at him on a very sore point, the unhappy young con- 
script^s rifle having been first de3Lteroiisly thieved 
from him, and tiien as dexterously sold to an Arab. 

" Sacre-bleu ! " he roared ; ^ you arc in love, an 
grand galopy with this Voaiquewr des belles — this 
lou9tie arigtocrat ! ** 

The only answer to this nnhearable insult was a 
louder tumult of laughter ; a crash, a splash, and a 
volley of oaths from Barbe-Grise. Cigarette had 
launched a bottle of vin ordinaire at him, blinded his 
eyes, and dienched his beard with the red torrent and 
the shower of glass shivers, and was back again 
dancing like a little Bacchante, and singing at the 
top of her sweet lark-like voice — 

**TtoeM! Llgnirdi! 
BonZigsI Thittvdif 

Soni tons ant cbm «ni-so<i8 ! 
Roumis 

Spahis 

MStne ]m ArbiB| 

Joyenx 

Et Bleus, 

Merae les RecrueSi 

Out {lOur moi 

Quand on boit 

J^'air des rois 

L'air des rois ! 
A mon ccBur is fthMwifi 
ITest qu* par li vin t 
Le bidim qvCon Mvosie 
Est le title iim'aiiiowr 
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With which doggrel declaration of her own merce- 
nary and cosmopolitan sentiments chanted in Sabir 
slang, the little Friend of the Flag resumed her 
wildest bounds and her most ahy fantasias. At the 
sound of the animated altercation, not knowing bat 
what one of his own troopers might be the delin- 
quenty he who leaned out of the httie casement moved 
forward to the doorway of the daadng-room ; he did 
not guess that it was himself whom she had defended 
against the onslaught of the Zephyr, Barbe-Grrise. 

His height rose far above the French soldiers, and 
above most even of the lof ty-statnred Spalus, and her 
rapid glance flashed over him at once. "Did he 
hear^" she wondered; the scarlet flush of exercise 
and excitement deepened on her dear brown cheek 
that had never blushed at the coarsest jests or the 
broadest love-words of the barrack-life that had been 
about her ever since her eyes flrst opened in their 
' infancy to laugh at the sun-gleam on a Ouirassier^s 
corslet among the baggage-waggons that her mother 
followed* She thought he had not heard ; his face 
was grave, a little weary, and his gaze, as it fell on her^ 
was abstracted. 

" Oh he ! beau Hound I ** thought Cigarette, witli 
a flusli of hot wrath superseding her momentaxy and 
most rare embarrassment. You are looking at me 
and not thinking of me ? We will soon change that I 

Such an insult she had never been subjected to^ 
from the first day when she had danced for sweet* 
meats uii the top of a great drum when she was tiiice 
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yean old, in tlie middle of a circular camp of Tiraii- 
leant. It sent fresh nerve into her lithe limbs^ it 

made her eyes flash like fo much fire, it rr^\Q her a 
million-fold more grace, more abandon, more heed- 
leasneesy more piqued and reckless ddsimjoUure. She 
stamped her tiny spnrred foot petulantly. 

" Plus vit© 1 Plus vite ! " she cried, and as the mu- 
sician obeyed her, she whirled, she spun, she bounded, 
she seemed to live in air, while her soft curls blew off 
her brow, and lier white teeth glanced, and licr cheeks 
glowed witU a carmine glow, and the little gold aiglettes 
broke across her chest with the beating of her heart, 
that throbbed like a bird's heart when it is wild with 
the first breath of Spring. 

She had pitted herself against him ; and she won 
^-•0 far. 

The vivacity, t'le impotuosity, the antelope ele- 
gance, the voluptuous repose that now and then broke 
the ceaseless, sparkling movement of her dancing, 
caught his eyes and fixed them on her ; it was be- 
witching, and it bewitched him for the moment ; he 
watched her as in other days he had watched the fan- 
tastic witcheries of eastern alm^, and the ballet charms 
of opera-dancers. 

This young bohemian of the barrack danced in 
the dusky glare and the tavern fumes of the As de 
Pique to a set of soldiers in their sliirt-sleevcs with 
their short black pipes in their mouths, with as match- 
less a grace as ever the first baUerina of £urope 
danced befoiFe sovereigns and dukes on the boards of 
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Parisy Vienna, or London. It was the eastern 
bamboula of the Harems, to ^vhich was added all the 

elastic joyaunce, all the gay brilliancy, of the blood 
of France. 

Suddenly she lifted both her hands above her 
head. 

" A moij Rownis I " 

It was the signal well known, the signal of permis- 
sion to join in that wild vertigo for which every one 

of her spectators was panting ; their pipes were flunff 
away, their kepis tossed o£^ their heads, the music 
clashed londer and faster, and more fiery with eveiy 
sonnd, the chorus of the MaraeiUaise des Bataillons 
thundered from a hundred voices — they danced as 
only men can dance who serve under ike French flag, 
and Kve under the African sun. Two, only, still 
looked on ; tlie Chasseur d'Afrique, and a veteran of 
the 10th company, lamed for life at Mazagran. 

^^JSnta mabauU f Tane dan$es p<u — Ud f " mut- 
tered the veteran Zephyr to his afleint companion. 

The Chasseur turned and smiled a little. 
I prefer a bamboula whose music is the cannon^ 

" Bravo I Yet she is pretty enough to tempt 
you?" 

^ Yes ; too pretty to be unsezed by such a life." 

His thoughts went to a woman he had loved well, 
a young Arab, TN-ith eyes like the softness of dark 
waters^ who had fallen to him once in a razzia as 
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liis share of spoil, and for whom he had denied him- 
self cards, or wine, or tobacco, or an hour at the Cafe, 
or anything that alleviated the privation and severity 
of his lot as **wnple foldat^ which he had heen then, 
that she might liave such few and slender comforts 
as he could give her from his miserable pay. She 
was dead. Her death had heen the darkest passage 
in his life in xVfrica — but the flute-like music of her 
voice seemed to come on his ear now. This girl-sol- 
dier had little charm for him after the sweet silent 
tender grace of his lost Zehne. 

He turned and touched on the shoulder a Chasseur 
who had paused a moment to get breath in the head- 
long whirl: 

^ Come, we are to be with the Djied bv dawn I " 
The tiuoper obeyed instantly ; they were ordered to 
visit and remain with a Bedouin camp some thirty 
miles away on the naked platean ; a camp professedly 
submissi\-e, but not so nmcli so but that the Bureau 
deemed it well to proht themselves by the services of 
the Corpora^ whose knowledge of Arabic, whose 
friendship with Ihe tribes, and whose superior intelli- 
gence in all such missions rendered him peculiarly 
fitted for cEiands that required diplomacy and address 
as well as daring and fire. 

He wtiit tlioui^htfullv out of the noisv reeking 
haU-room into the warm lustre of the Algerian night; 
as he went, Cigarette, who had been nearer than he 
knew, flashed fall in his eves the fun' of her own 
sparkling ones, while with a contemptuous laugh she 
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stnick him across the lips with the cigar she hurled 

at him. 

" Unsexed 1 Pouf I If you have a woman's face 
msLj I not have a man's soul? It is only a fair 
exchange. I am no kitten, Ion zig; take care of my 

talons ! '* 

The words were spoken with the fierceness of 
Africa; she had too much in her of the spirit of the 

Zephyrs and the Chacals with whom her youth had 
been spent from her cradle up, not to be dangerous 
when roused; she was off at a bound, and in the 
midst of the mad whiH again, before he could at- 
tempt to soften or efface the words she had overlieard, 
and the last thing he saw- of her was in a cloud of 
Zouaves and Spahis with the wild tintamarre of the 
music shaking riotous echoes from the rafters. 

But when he had passed out of sight, Cigarette 
shook herself free from the dancers with petulant impa- 
tience. She was not to be allured by flattery or drawn 
by entreaty back amongst them ; she set her deli- 
cate pearly teeth tight^ and vowed with a reckless con- 
temptuous impetuous oath that she was tired, that she 
was sick of them, that she was no strolling player to 
caper for them wilh a tambourine ; and with that decla- 
ration made her way out alone into the little open 
court under the stars, so cool, so still after the heat^ and 
riot, and turbulence within. 

There she dropped on a broad stone step, and leant 
her head on her hand, 

Unsexed t unsexed! What did he meant ^ she 
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thought, while for the first time, with a vague sense 

of liis meaningj tears ^\ eiled hot and bitter into licr 
sunny eyes while the pained colour burned in her face. 
Those tears were the first that she had ever known, 
and they were cruel ones, though they lasted but a 
Httle time ; there was too much lire in the young 
bohemian of the Army not to scorch them as they 
rose. She stamped her foot on the stones passionately, 
and her teeth were set like a little terrier's as she 
muttered : 

Unsexed ! Unsexed I Bah, M'sien TAristocrat 1 

If you think so, you shall find your thought right ; yon 
shall find Cigarette can hate us men hate, and take 
her revenge as soldiers take theirs 
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UNDER THE HOUSES OF HAUL 

It was just sanset. 

The far-off stunmits of the Djurjura were tinted 
with the intease glare the distant pines and cypresses 
cut sharply against the rose-warmed radiance of 
the sky. On the slopes of the hills white cupolas 
and terraced gardens, where the Algerine iiauuaeh 
still showed the taste and luxury of Algerine cor* 
sails, rose up among their wild olive shadows on the 
groves of the lentiscus. In the deep gorges that were 
channelled between the riven rocks, tlie luxuriance 
of African vegetation ran riot, the feathery crests 
of tossing reeds, the long floating leaves of plants 
filling the dry water-courses of vanished streams ; 
the broad foliage of the wild £g, and the glowing 
dainty blossoms of the oleander, wherever a trace of 
brook, or pool, or rivulet let it put forth its beautiful 
coronal, growing one in another in the narrow vaUeys, 
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and the curving passes^ wherever broken earth or 
rock gave shelter from the blaze and heat of the 
North African day. 

Farther inland the bai'e sear stretches of brown 
plain were studded with the dwarf palm^ the vast sha^ 
dowless plateaux were desolate as the great desert itself 
far beyond ; and the sun, us it burned on tliem a mo- 
ment in the glory of its last glow^ found them naked 
and grand by the sheer force of immensity and deso- 
lation, but dreary and endless, and broken into refts 
and chasms, as though to make fairer by their uwu 
barren solitude the laughing luxuriance of the sear 
face of the Sahel. 

A moment, and the lustre of the light flung its own 
ma^c brilUancy oyer the Algerine water-line^ and 
then shone full on the heights of £1 Biar and 
Bouzariah^ and on the lofty, delicate form of the Ita- 
lian pines that liere and there, Sicilian-like, threw out 
their graceful heads against the amber sun-glow and 
the deep azure of the heavens. Then swiftly, sud- 
denly, the sun sank; twilight passed like a grey 
gliding shade^ an instant, over earth and sea; and 
night, the balmy, sultry, star-studded night of Africa, ' 
fell over the thirsty leafage longing for its dews, the 
closed flowers that slumbered at its touch, the seared 
and blackened plains to which its coolness could 
bn'iig no herbage, the massive hills that seemed to lie 
so calmly in its rest. 

Camped on one of the bare stretches above the 
MustaphaBoad was a circle of Arab tents. The circle 
was irregularly kept, and the K-riimas were scattered 
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at mil ; here a low one of canvas^ there one of goat- 
skin ; here a white towering canopy of telezef^here 
a low striped little nest of shelter ; and loftier than all, 
the stately beit el shar of the Sheik, with his standard 
strack into the earth in front of it, with its heavy 
folds hanging listlessly in the sultry breathless air. 

The encampment stretched far over the level ai-id 
earthy and there was more than one tent where the 
shadowing folds of the banner marked the abode of 
some noble Djied. Disorder reigned supreme, in all 
the desert freedom; horses and mules^ goats and 
camelsy tethered, strayed among the conical houses of 
hair, browsing off the littered straw or tlie tosscd- 
down hay ; and caldrons seethed and hissed over wood 
fires, whose Inrid light was flnng on the eagle f eatures^ 
and the white haiks of the wanderers who watched 
the boiling of their mess, or fed the embers with dry ' 
sticks. Bound other fires, having finished the eating 
of their couscousou, the Bedouins lay full lengthy 
enjoying the solemn silence which they love so little 
to break, and smoking their long pipes, while through 
the shadows about them glided the lofty figures of 
th^ brethren^ with the folds of their sweeping bur- 
nous floating in the gioom. It was a picture, Rem- 
brandt in colour^ Oriental in composition^ with the 
darkness surrounding it stretching out into endless dis- 
tance that led to the mystic silence of the great desert, 
and above, the intense blue of the gorgeous night, with 
the stars burning through white transparent mists of 
slowly drifting clouds. 

In the central tent, tall and crimson striped, with 
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its mighty standard reared in fronts and its opening 
free to the night, sat the Khalifa, the head of the 
tribe, with a circle of Arabs about him. lie was 
thrown on his CDshions^ rich enough for a seraglio^ 
while the rest squatted on the morocco carpet that 
covered the bare ground, and that was strewn with 
round brass Moonsh trays, and little cups emptied of 
their coffee. The sides of the tent were hung with 
guns and swords, lavislily adorned, luvl in tin? middle 
stood a tall Turkish candle-brancii in fretted-work, 
whose light struggled with the white flood of the 
moon, and the ruddy, fitful glare from a wood fire 
wiiliuut. 

Beneath its light, which fell full on him, flung 
down upon another pile of cushions facing the open 
front <;f the tent, was a L'ucst whom tlie Khidifa 
delighted to honour. Only a Corporal of Gliasseurs, 
and once a f oe^ jet one with whom the Arab found 
the brotherhood of brave men, and on whom he 
laviijhed, in all he could, the hospitalities aud honours 
of the desert. 

The story of their friendship ran thus : 
Tlie tribe was now allied with 1 ranee, or, at 
least, had accepted French sovereigntyj and pledged 
itself to neutrality in the hostilities still rife ; but a 
few years before, far in the interior and leagued 
with the Kabailes, it had been one of tiie tiercest 
and most dangerous among the enemies of France. 
At that tune the Khalifa and the Chasseur met in 
many a skirmish ; liot desperate struggles, where 
men fought horse to horse, hand to hand; midnight 
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frays^ when in the heart of lonely raymes^ Arab 
ambttacades fell on squadrons of French earslry; 

terrible chases throiisrli tlie heat of torrid siuis, when 
the glittering ranks of the cliarging troops swept 
down after the Bedouins' flight ; fleiy combats, 
when the desert sand and the smoke of musketry 
circled in clouds above the close-locked struggle, 
and the Leopard of France and the Lion of Sahara 
wrestled in a death-grip. 

In these, tlirough four or five seasons of warfare, 
the Sheik and the Chasseur had encountered each 
other, till each had grown to look for the other^s face 
as soon as the standards of tlie Bedouins flashed in 
the sunshine opposite the guidons of the Imperial 
forces; till each had watched and noted the other^s 
unmatched prowess, and borne away the wounds of 
the other's home strokes, with the admiration of a bold 
soldier for a bold rival^s dauntlessness and skill; till 
each had learned to long for an hour, hitherto always 
prevented by waves of battle tliat liad swept them too 
soon asunder, when they tshould meet in a duello once 
for all, and txy then- strength together tiU one bore off 
victory and one succumbed to death. 

At last it came to pass that after a lengthened term 
of this chivalrous antagonism the tribe were sorely 
pressed by the French troops, and could no longer 
mass its fearless front to face them, but had to flee 
southward to the desert, and encumbered by its flocks 
and its women, was hardly driven and greatly deci- 
mated. Now among those women was one whom the 
Sheik held above ail earthly things except his honour 
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in war, a beantifiil anteloped-eyed creature, litiie and 
graceful as a palm, and tlie daughter of a pure Arab 
race, on whom he could not endure for any other 
sight than his own to look, and whom he guarded in 
his tent as the chief pearl of all his treasures; herds^ 
flocks, arms, even his horses, all, save the honour of 
his tribe, he would have surrendered rather than sur- 
render Djelma. It was a passion with him ; a passion 
that not even the Iron of his temper and the dignity of 
his austere calm could abate or conceal; and the 
rumour of it and of the beauty of its object reached the 
French camp, till an impatient curiosity was roused 
about her, and a raid that should bear her off became 
the iavourite speculation round the picket-fires at 
night, and the scorching noons when the men lay 
stripped to their waist, panting like tired dogs, under 
the hot withering breath that stole to them from 
sweeping over the yellow seas of sand. 

Their heated fancies had pictured this treasure of 
the great Djied as something beyond aU that her sex 
had ever given them, and to snare her in some unwary 
moment was the chief thought of Zephyr and Spahis 
when they went out on a scouting or foraging party. 
But it was easier said than done : the eyes of no Frank 
ever lit on her, and when he was most closely driven 
the Khalifa Uderim abandoned his cattle and sheep, 
but with the females of the tribe still safely guarded, 
fell more and more backward and southward, diuwing 
the French on and on farther and farther across the 
plains in the sickliest times of hottest drought. 

Reinforcements could swell the Imperial ranks as 
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swiftly as they were thiimedy but with the Arabs a 
man once f alien was a man the less to their numbers 
for ever, and the lightning-like pursuit began to tell 

terribly on them : their herds had fallen into their 
pursuers' hands, and famine menaced them. Never- 
theless, they were fierce in attack as tigers, rapid in 
swoop as vultures, and fought tivin<j in sucli fashion 
that the cavalry lost more in this fruitless, wortliless 
work, than they would have done in a second Hohen- 
linden or Austerlitz. 

Moreover, the heat was intense, water was bad and 
very rare, dysentery came with the scorch and the toil 
of this endless charge; the chief in command, M. le 
iMarquis de Chateauroy, swore heavily as he saw 
many of his best men dropping off like sheep in a 
murrain, and he offered two hundred Napoleons to 
whosoever should bring either the dead Sheikas head 
or the living beauty of Djelma. 

One day the Chasseurs had pitched their camp 
where a few barren withered trees gave a semblance 
of slicker, and a little thread of brackish water oozed 
through the yellow earth. 

It was high noon; the African sun was at its 
fiercest ; far as the eye could reach there was only 
one boundless, burning, unendurable glitter of parch- 
ing sand and cloudless sky, brazen beneath, brazen 
above, till the desert and the heavens touched, and 
blent in one tawny fiery glow in the measureless dis- 
tance. The men lay under canvas, dead beat, half 
naked, without the power to do anything except to 
fight Hke thirst-maddened dogs for a diraught at the 
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sliriUow stream that they and their breathless horses 
soon drained dry. 

Even Baonl de CMteaurovy though his frame was 
like an Arab's, and knit into Arab endurance, was 
sti'etched like a great bloodhound, chained by the 
sultiy oppression. He was ruthless, inflexible, a 
tyrant to the core, and sharp and swift as steel in hia 
riguiu', but he was a fine solilier, and never spared 
himself any of the hardships that his regiment had to 
endure under him. 

Suddenly the noon lethargy of the camp was 
broken; a trumpet-call rang through tlie stillness; 
against the amber transparency of the horizon line the 
outlines of half a dozen horsemen were seen looming 
nearer and nearer anIlIi every 'moment ; they were 
some Spahis who liad been out " sondant le terrain 
aux enmrms" * The mighty frame of Ghdteauroy, 
almost as unclothed as an athlete, started from its 
slumberous panting rest ; his eyes lightened hun o riiy; 
he muttered a jfieiy oath, <^ Mort de Dieu I — ^they have 
the woman ! " 

Tliey had tlie woman. She liad been netted near 
a water-spring, to which she had wandered, too loosely 
guarded, and too far from the Bedouin encampment 
The delight of the haughty Sidi's eyes was borne off 
to the tents of his foes, and the Coioners face flushed 
darkly, with an eager, lustful warmth, as he looked 
upon his captive. Rmnour had not ontr-boasted the 
Arab guTs beauty ; it was lustrous as ever was that 
* Qwmgiag the covntiy for food. 



Digitized by Gopgle 



UIiDEE TH£ HOUSES OF HAIB. 



63 



when, far yonder to the eastward, under the curled 
pafans of Nile, the sorceress of the CflBsars swept 

through her rose-strewn palace-chambers. Only 
Djelma was as innocent as the gazellei whose grace 
. she resembled, and loved her lord with a f^reat love. 

Of her suffering her captor tot^k no more heed tlian 
if she vvere a young hlrd dving of shot-woimds; but, 
with one trinmphant admiring glance at her, he wrote 
a message in Arabic, to send to the Khalifa, ere her 
loss were discovered — a message more cruel than iron* 
He hesitated a second, where he lay at the opening 
of his tent, whom he ahoold send with it. His men 
were almost all half dead with the ban-blaze. Plis 
glance chanced to hght in the distance on a soldier 
to whom he bore no love— causelessly, but bitterly all 
the same. He had him stunmoned, and eyed him 
with a curious amusement : — Chateauroy treated his 
squadrons mth much the Mine mn^/afon famakrity 
and brutality that a chief of filibusters uses to his. 

" So I you heed the heat so little, you give upyoui' 
turn of water to a drummer, they say ? " 

The Chasseur gave the salute with a calm de- 
ference. A faint flush passed over the sun-bronze of 
his forehead, lie had tliou^kt the Sydney-Hke sacri- 
fice had been unobserved. 

''The drummer was but a child, men Comr 
fnanihuit** 

Be so good as to give us no more of those melo- 
dramatic acts I " said M. le Marquis, contemptuously. 
**You are too fond of trafficldng in those showy 
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fooleries. You bribe your comiades for their favour- 
itism too openly. Yentre-hleu I I forbid it— do you 
heart'* 

I hear, man Coloneir 

The assent was perfectly tranquil and respectful* 
He was too good a soldier not to render pecfect obe- 
dience, and keep perfect silence; under any goad of 
provocation to break both. 

Obey, then I said Oh^teauroy, savagely. Well, 
since you lore heat so well, you shall take a flag of 
truce and my scroll to the Sidi Ildi rim. But tell me 
first — what do you think of this capture ? " 

^^It is not my place to giro opinions, M. le 
Colonel." 

"Pardieu ! it is your place when I bid you. 
Speak; or I will have the matraque cut the words out 
of you I" 

" I may speak frankly? " 
Ten thousand curses — ^yes ! " 

^^TheU; — I think that those who make war on 
women are no longer fit to fight with men." 

For a moment the long, sinewy, massive form of 
Chateauroy started from the skins on which he lay 
full length; like a lion starting from its lair. His 
veins swelled like black cords ; under the mighty 
muscle of his bare chest, his heart beat visibly, in 
the fuxy of his wrath. 

^ By God ! I have a mmd to have you shot like 

a doer!** 

The Chasseur looked at him carelessly, compo- 
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sedlj, but with a serene deference stilly as due from 
a soldier to his chief. 

''Yon have threatened it before, M. le GoloneL 
It may be as well to do it, or the armj may think 
.you capricious." 

Raonl de Oh&teanroy crashed a blasphemons oath 
through his clenched teeth, and laughed a c crtiiiii 
short, stem, sardonic laugh^ which his men dreaded 
more than his wrath. 

'' No ; I will send yon instead to the Khalifa. 
He often saves me the trouble of killing my own 
curs. Take a flag of trace and this paper, and 
never draw rein till you reach him, if your beast 
drop dead at the end." 

The Chasseur saluted, took the paper, bowed with 
a certain languid, easy grace, that camp life never 
cured him of, and went. He knew that the man who 
should take tiie news of his treasure's loss to the Emir 
Ilderim would, a thousand to one, perish by every 
torture desert cruelty could frame^ despite the cover 
of the white banner. 

Chateauroy looked after him, as he and his horse 
passed from the French camp in the full burning tide 
of noon. 

" If the Arabs kill him," lie thought, « I will for- 
gave Ilderim Ave seasons of rebeUion." 

The Chasseur, as he had been bidden, never drew 
rein across the scorching plateau. He rode to wha 
he knew was like enough to be deaths and death by 
many a torment, as though he rode to a midnight 
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kwe-tiyst. Ilia iiorse was of Arab breed — young^ 
fleeti and able to endure extraoidinaxy pregBtoe^ both 
of spur and of heat. He swept on, far and fast, 
through the sickly lurid glitter of the day, over the 
loose sandy that flew in puffs aiound him, as the hoofs 
struck it flpng right and left. At last, ere he reached 
the Bedouin tents, that were still but slender black 
points against the horizon, he saw the Sheik and a 
party of horsemen returning from a foxagmg quest, 
and in ignorance as yet of the abduction of Djelma. 
He galloped straight to them, and halted across their 
fine ct mardi, with the folds of the little white flag 
fluttering in tibe sun. The Bedouins drew bridle, and 
Uderini advanced alone. He was a matjoificent man, 
of middle age, with the noblest type of the eagle-eyed, 
aquiline desert beauty. He was a si^eib spedmen 
of his race, williont the lean, withered, rapacious, 
vulture look, which often mars it. His white haick 
floated round limbs fit for a Oolossos; and under 
the snowy f<4ds of his turban, the ohve-bronze of his 
bold forehead, the sweep of his jet-bhick beard, and 
the piercing luminance of his eyes, had a grand 
and kingly majesty. 

A glance of recognition flashed from him on the 
lascar, who had so often crossed swords mth 
him; and he waved back the scroU with dignified 
courtesy. 

^ Bead it me." 

It was read. Bitterly, blackly, shameful, the few 
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brutal words were. Tliey netted iiini as an eagle is 
netted in a shepherd's trap. 

The moment that he gave a sign of adyancmg 
against his ravishm, the captive's life would pay the ' 
penalty : if he merely remaiiied in arms, without 
direct attack, she would he made the Marquis's mis- 
tress, and abandoned later to the army. The only 
terms on wliicli lie coiild lia\'e her restored were 
instant submission to the imperial rule, and personal 
homage of himself and all his Djonad to the Marquis 
as ihe representative of France ; homage in which they 
should confess themselves dogs and^the sons of dogs. 

So ran the message of peace. 

The Ohasseor read on to the end, calmly. Then 
lie lifted his gaze, and looked at the Emir ; — lie ex- 
pected fifty swords to be buried in his heart. 

As he gazed, he l^ught no more of his own doom ; 
he thought only of the revelation before him, of what 
passion and what agony could be — ^things unknown 
in the m orld where the chief portion of his life had 
passed. He was a wai>-hardened campaigner, trained 
in the ruthless school of African hostilities, who had 
seen every shape of mental and physical suffering, 
^when men were left to perish of gun-wounds, as the 
rush of the charge swept on ; when writhing horses 
died by the score of f aniiiic and of thirst ; when the 
£rebrand was hurled among sleeping encampments, 
and defenceless women were torn from theur rest by 
the unsparing hands of pitiless soldiers, J3ul tiie 

f2 



Digitized by Gopgle 



UNDER TWO FLAGS. 



torture, which shook for a second the steel-knit frame 
of this Arab^ passed all that he had dreamed as pos- 
sible; it was mute, and held in bonds of iron, for 
the sake of the desert pride of a great ruler's majesty; 
but it spoke more than an j eloquence eyer spoke yet 
on earth. 

With a wild shrill yell, the Bedouins whirled their 
naked sabres a]H)\ e their heads, and rushed down on 
the bearer of this shame to their chief and thdr 
tribe. The Chasseur did not seek to defend him- 
self. He sat motionless. He thought the vengeance 
just. 

The Sheik raised his sword, and signed them back^ 

as he pointed to the white folds of the flag. Then 
his voice rolled out like thunder over the stillness of 
the plains : 

''But that you trust yourself to my honour, I 

would rend you limb from limb. Go back to the 
tiger who rules you, and tell him that — as Allah 
liveth— I will fall on him and smite him, as he hath 
never been smitten. Dead or living, I will have back 
my own. If he take her life, I will have ten thou- 
sand lives to answer it : if he deal her dishonour, I 
will light such a holy war through the length and 
breadth of the land, that his nation shall be driven 
backward, Hke choked dogs into the sea, and perish 
from the face of the earth for evermore. And this I 
swear by the Law and the Prophet 

The menace rolled out, imperious as a monarch's, 
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thrilling through the desert hush. The Chasseur bent 
his head as the words closed. His own teeth were 
tightly clenched, and his face was dark. 

^ Emir, listen to one word,** he said, hriefly. 
" Shame has been done to me as to you. Had I been 
told what words I bore, they had never been brought 
by my hand. Yon know me. You have had the 
marks of my steel, as I have had the marks of yours. 
Trust me in tliis, Sidi. I pledge you my honour, 
that, before the sun sets, she shall be given back to 
you unharmed; or I vrill retnm here myself, and 
your tribe shall slay me in what fashion they wiU. 
So alone can she be saved tminjured. Answer — will 
you have faith in me t** 

The desert chief looked at him long ; sitting mo- 
tionless as a statue on his staUion^ with the fierce 
gleam of his eyes fixed on the eyes of the man who 
so long had been his foe in contests whose chivalry 
equalled their daring. The Chasseur never wavered 
once under the set, piercing, ruihless gaze. 

Then the Emir pointed to the sun, that was now 
at its zenith : 

" You are a great warrior : such men do not lie. 
Go, and, if she be borne to me before the sun is half- 
way sunk towards the west, all the branches of the 
tribes of llderim shall be as your brethren, and bend 
as steel to your biddmg. If not — as God is mighty 
— ^not one man in all your host shall live to tell 
the tale I " 
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The GbaMor howtd bis head to Ins hofse's mane; 

then, without a word, wheeled round, and sped back 
across the plain* 

When he reached his own cavaliy oampy he went 
straightway to his chief. What passed between them 
none ever knew. The interview was brief : it was 
posisiM J as stonnj'. Pregnant and dedsiTe it assofedty 
was ; and the squadrons of Africa masrelled that the 
man who dured beard Kaoul de Chateauroy in his 
lair, came forth with his life. Whatever the spell he 
used, the result was a mar^dL 

At the very moment that the sun touched the 
lower half of tlie western heavens, the Sheik Ilderim^ 
where he sat in his saddle^ with all his tribe stietchnig 
behind him, foil armed, to sweep down like falcons 
on the spoilers, if the hour passed with the pledge 
unredeemed, saw the form of the Chasseur reappear 
between his sifrht and the glare of the skies ; nor did 
he ride alone. That night the Pearl of the Desert 
lay once more in the mighty sinnoos arms of the 
great £mir. 

But, with the dawn, his vengeance fell in terrible 
fashion on the sleeping camp of the Franks; and 
from that hour dated the passionate, savage, uncon- 
eealed hate of Raoul de OhdteauroT to the most 
daring soldier of all his fiery Horse, known in his 
troop as Bei-a-faire-peur." 

It was in the tent of Bderim now that he reclined, 
looking outward at the night where flames were 
leaping ruddily under a large caldron, and far be- 
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yond was the dark immensity of the star-studded 
sky. Tiie light of the moon strayed in and fell on 
the diesnut waives of hh beard, oat of whidh the 
long amber stem of an Arab pipe glittered like a 
golden line ; and the delicate feminine cast of his 
profile, which, with the fairness of the skin (fair 
despite a warm hue of brmze) and the kmg slum- 
berous softness of the hazel eyes, were in as marked a 
contrast of race with the eagle outline pf the Bedouina 
around as Frank and Arbi eyer showed. 

From the hour of the restoration of his trear 
sure the blicik had been true to his oath ; his tribe 
in all its branches had held the Fr^ch laaear 
in closest brotherhood ; wbeieyer tJiey were be was 
honoured and welcomed ; was he in war, their swords 
were drawn for him ; was he in need, their houses 
of hair were spread for him; had he want of fdgfatj 
the swiftest and most precious of their hones was at 
his service; had he thirst, they would have died 
themselves, wTinging out the. last drop from the 
water«6k]n for him. Throng him their alliance, or 
more justly to speak their neutrality, was secured to 
France, and the Bedouin Chief loved liim with a 
great, silent, noble love that was fast rooted in the 
granite of his nature. Between them there was a 
brotherhood that beat down the antagonism of race, 
and was stronger than the instinctiye hate o£ the 
oppressed for all who came under the abhcvred 
standard of the usurpers. He liked the Arabs and 
they liked him; a grave courtesy, a preference for 
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the fewest words and least demonstration possible^ a 
marked opinion tliat silence was gol len, and that 
speech was at best only silver-washed xuetal| an in- 
stinctive dread of all discovery of emotioni and a 
limitless power of resisting and suppressing suffering, 
were qualities the nomads of the desert and the lio7i 
of the Chasseurs d' Afii^ue had in common ; as they 
had in unison a wild passion for war^ a daimtless 
zest in danger, and a love for the hottest heat of 
fiercest battle. 

Silence reigned in the tent, beyond whose first 
division, screened by a heavy curtain of goat^s hair, 
the beautiful young Djelmar played with her only 
son, a child of three or four summers; the Sheik lay 
mute, the Djouad and Marabouts around never spoke 
in his presence unless their lord bade them, and the 
Chasseur was stretched motionless, his elbow resting 
on a cushion of Morocco fabric, and his eyes looking 
outward at the resiless, changing movement of the 
firelit, starlit camp. 

After the noise, the mirtb, the riotous songs, and 
the gay elastic good-humour of his French comrades, 
the silence and the calm of the Emir^s house of hair^* 
were welcome to him. He never spoke much himself ; 
of a truth, his gentle immutable laconism was the only 
charge that his Ohambr^ ever brought against him* 
That a man could be so brief in words, while yet so 
soft in manner, seemed a thing out of all natuie to 
ihe vivacious Frenchmen ; that unchanging stillness 
and serenity in one who was such a reckless, resistless 
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croc-mitainey swift as fire in the field, was an enigma 
that the Cavalerie and the Defld-cavalerie of Algeria 
never solved. His corps would have gone after him 
to the devil, as Claude de ChanreUon had averred ; 
but they would sometimes wax a little impatient that 
he would never grow communicative or thread many 
phrases together even over the best wine which ever 
warmed the hearts of its drinkers or loosened aU rein 
from their lips. 

^'I wish I had come straight to jouy Sidi, when I 
first set foot in Africa," he said at last, while the 
fragrant smoke uncurled from under the droop of his 
long pendent monstaches. 

^ Truly it had been well," answered the Khalifa, 
who would have given the best stallions in his stud 
to have had this Frank with him in warfare and in 
peace ; there is no life like onr life." 

Faith! I think not,** murmured the Chasseur, 
rather to himself than the Bedonin. '^The desert 
keeps you and your horse, and you can let all the rest 
of the world ' slide.' 

**But we are murderers and pillagers, say your 
nationsi" resumed the £mir, with the shadow of a 
safdonic smUe flickering <m inrtant over the sternness 
and composure of his feature. " To rifle a caravan 
is a crime, though to steal a continent is gloxy." 

Beyirfaire-peor laughed slightly. 
Do not tempt me to rebel against my adopted flag." 

The Sheik looked at him in silence ; the French 
soldiers had spent twelve years in the ceaseless exer- 
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tioii0 of an amused inqirintiTeDeHi to di8co?er tiie an- 
tecedents of^their volunteer; the Arabs, -with their 
lofdor ins t in d g oi oourtesj, liad never hinted to him 
a question of whence or why he had oome upon 

African soil. 

^^I never thought at all in those days^ else, had I 
tiionght twioe^ I should not bare gone to your 
enemies," he answered, as he laadly watched the 
Bedouins without squat on their heels round tlie 
huge brass bowls of cousconssoa which they kneaded 
into round Inmps and pitched between their open 
bearded lips in their customary form of supper. 
^ Not but what our Mounds are brave fellows enough ; 
better oomzmdes no man conld want." 

The Khalifa took the fcng pipe from bis month 
and spoke; his slow sunoious accents falling melodi- 
ously on the silence in the Ungua uipir of the France 
Arab tongne* 

^ Your comrades are gallant men ; they are lascars 
kebirs* and fearless foes, against such my voice is 
never lifted^ however my sword may cross with tliem« 
Bnt the loenst^mrarms that devour the land are the 
money-eaters, the petty despots, the bribe-takers, 
the men who wring gold out of infamy, who traffic 
in tyrannies, who plunder nnder official seals, who 
curse Algiers with avarice, with fraud, with routine, 
with the hell -spawn of civilisation. It is the 
Bnreancnitie," as yonr tongue phrases it, that is the 
sp(^er and the oppressor of tbe scul. Bnt^— Ih« 
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slialkih ! we ending' only for :i ^vliile. A little, aiid. 
the sliame of the invader's tread will be washed out 
in blood. AUah is gieat I We can wah." 

And with Moslem palaenoe that the fiery gloom 
of his burning eyes belied, the Djied stretched him- 
self once more into immovable and aient rest. 

The GKasfletir answered nodnng; fais sympatiiiea 
were heartfelt with the Arabs, his allegiance and his 
e^rit du corps were with the Service in which he 
was enrolled. He could not defend French usurpa- 
tion; but nether could be cond^nn the FLip; that 
had now become liis Flag, and in which he had grown 
to feel much of national honour^ to .take much of 
national pride. 

" They will never really win again, I am afr:iid," 
he thought, as his eyes followed the wraith-like flash 
of the white burnous, as the Bedouins glided to and 
fro in the chiar'oscuro of the encampment, now in 
the flicker of the flame, now in the silvered lustre of 
the moon. It is the conflict of the races, as the 
cant runs, and their day is done. It is a bolder, 
freer, simpler type than anything we get in the 
world yonder. Shall we ever drift back to it in the 
future, I wonder t " 

The speculation did not stay with him long; 
Semitic, Latin, or Teuton race was very much the 
same to bim, and intellectual subtleties had not much 
attraction at any time for ihe most brilliant soldier 
in tlie French cavalry ; he preferred the ring of 
the trumpets^ the glitter of the sun's play along the 
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line of steel as his regiment formed in line on the 
eve of a Hfe-end-deatli struggle, the wild breathless 

sweep of a midnight gallop over the biuwn 2,\\eliiiig 
plateau under the light of the stars, or, — ^in some 
brief interval of indolence and razada-won wealth, — 
the gleam of fair eyes and the flush of sparkling 
sherbet when some passionate darkling glance -beamed 
on him from some Arab mistress whose scarlet lips 
mnrmnred to him through the drowsy hnsh of an 
Algeriue night the sense if not the song of Pelagia : 

" Life id so short «t best! 
Take while thou canst thy rest, 
SleeptQg by me !'* 

His thoughts drifted back over many Taried scenes 
and changing memories of his service in Algiers, as 
he lay there at the entrance of the Sheik's tent, with 
the night of looming shadow, and reddening firelight, 
and picturesque movement before him. Hours of 
reckless headlong delight, when men grew drunk 
with bloodshed as with wine ; hours of horrible, nn- 
suceonred suffering, when the desert thirst had 
burned in his throat, and the jagged lances been 
broken off at the hilt in his flesh, while above head 
the carrion birds wheeled, waiting their meal ; hours 
of unceasing, unsparing slaughter, when the word 
was given to slay and yield no mercy, where in the 
great, vaulted, cavernous ^oom of rent rocks, the 
doomed were hemmed as close as sheep in shambles. 
Hours, in the warm flush of an African dawn, when 
the arbiter of the duel was the sole judge allowed or 
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comprehended by the tigers of the tricolour, wid to 
aun a dead ahot or to receive one was the only alter- 
native left, as the challenging eyes of ^^Zepliyr" or 
" Chasse-Marais " flashed death across the barrt^e^ 
in a combat where only one might live, thought he 
root of the quarrel had been nothing more than a 
toss too much of brandy, a puff of tobacco- smuke 
construed into insult, or a hUe de joie's maliciously 
cast firebrand of taunt or laugjh* Hours of severe 
discipline, of relentless routine, of bitter deprivation, of 
campaigns hard as steel in the endurance they needed^ 
in the miseries they entailed ; of military subjection, 
stem and unbending, a yoke of iron that a personal 
and pitiless tyranny weighted with persecution that 
was scarce less than hatred ; of an imphcit obedience 
that required every instinct of liberty, every habit of 
early life, every impulse of pride, and manhood, and 
freedom, to be choked down like crimes, and buried 
as though they had never been. Hours again, that 
repaid these in full, when the long line of Horse 
swept out to the attack, with the sun on the points of 
their weapons ; when the wheeling clouds of Arab 
riders poured like the clouds of the simoom on a 
thinned, devoted troop that rallied and fought as 
liawks fight herons, and saved the day as the sky was 
£ushed with that day's decline ; when some soft-eyed 
captive, with Hmbs of free mountain grace, and the 
warm veins flushing under the clear olive of her 
cheeks, was first wild as a young fettered falcon, and 
then, like the falcon, quickly learned to tremble at a 
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touch, and grow tame under a caress, and love nothing 
80 well as the hand that had captured her. Hours of 
all the chaacefol fortunes of a soldier's life, in hill- 
"vrars and desert raids, passed in memory through liis 
thoughts now, where he was stretched, looking 
dreamily through the fihn of his chibouque smoke at 
the city of tents, and the couchant forms of camels, 
and the tall, white, slowly-moving shapes of the law- 
less maianders of the sand plains* 

Is my life worfii much more under the French 
Flag than it was under the English ? " thought the 
Chasseui', with a certaiu careless, indifferent irony 
on himself, natural to him. ^'There I killed time — 
here I kill men. Which is the better pursuit, I 
wonder I The world would rather econuuiise the 
first commodity than the last, X beUoYe. Perhaps, it 
don't make an oTsr good use of either/' 

His thoughts did not stay long with that theme. 
He was no moralist and no philosopher, though he 
practised, without ever knowing it, a philosophy of 
the highest and simplest kind with every day that 
found liim iu the ranks of the Algerian army ; and 
had found thought grow on him, in a grave if a 
desultory fashion, many a time when he had ridden 
alone througli defiles that, for aught he knew, might 
harbour death with every step ; or sat the only wake- 
ful watcher beside a bivouac-fire, while his comrades 
slept around him, and the roar of angry beasts rolled 
upward from the ravines; or paced to and fro in 
nolitttde on patrdl duty, with a yawning mountain 
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passy on* a limitlPM xu^t-veiled pUin before hun in 
the light of the moon. He was mare aileiit and moie 

meditative than seemed in keeping with a As ild lion 
of the Chasseurs, whose daiing out-dared all the hre- 
ealersy and whose ne^igent ooiiz^ had beoome a pass- 
word all over Africa, till ''quel p^tit yene a ba Bel- 
a-f aire-peur ? " (alias, "what special exploit has he 
done to^jf ") became the question put after eyerj 
ddrmish or expedition. But he was much more of a 
soldier tlian n thinker at any time, and, instead of 
following out the problem of the world's uses of its 
two raw materials^ time and men, he found a subject 
more congenial in the discussion of stable science 
with the Emir. 

To him the austere chief would unbend; with him 
the thi% compreawd lips of the Axab would grow 
eloquent with an impressive oratory ; for him all the 
bonds of hospitality would grow closer and warmer. 
Bderim mi^ be a pillager, with a sue awoopy and a 
merciless steel, as the officials imperial government 
wrote him out ; of a truth, caravanserais had felt the 
tear of his talons, and battalions staggered nnder tilie 
blows of his beak; but he had two desert Turtnes Aat 
are ub^)olete in the civilised world : he^had gratitude, 
and he had sincerity. Of course he was but a nomad^ 
a barbanau, a robber, and a rakr of robbers; ai 
course he was but a lialf-savage Ldmiaelite, or he 
would long have abandoned them. 

The night was someway spent when the talk of 
wild-pigeon-bfaie mam and soivd staHions dosed 
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between the Djied and his guest; and the French . 
soldier, who had be^ sent hither from the Bureau 
Arabe with another of his comrades, took his way 
through the now stilled camp where the cattle were 
deeping^ and the fires were burning out, and the 
banner-folds hung motionl^ in the lustre of the 
stars, to the black and white tent prepared for liim. 
A spacious one, close to the chiefs, and given such 
luxury in the shape of ornamented weapons, thick 
carpets, and soft cushions, as the tribe's resources, 
drawn from many a raid on travellers far south, 
could bring together to testify their hospitality. 

As he opened the folds and entered, his fellow- 
soldier, who was lying on his back, with his heels 
much higher than his head, and a short pipe in his 
teeth, tumbled himself up with a rapid summersaolt, 
and stood bolt upright, giving the salute; a short, 
sturdy httle man, "^vith a skin burnt like a co£fee-lj(^'rr}', 
that was iii odd contrast with his light dancing blue 
eyes, and his dose-matted curls of yellow hair. 
Beg pardon, sir I I was half asleep ! " 

The Chasseur laughed a little. 
DovCt talk English ; somebody will hear you one 
day." 

^^Whats the odds if they do, sir?" responded the 
other. It relieves one's feelins a little. All of ^em 
know Tm English, but never a one of *em knew what 
you are. The name you was enrolled by won't really 
tell 'em nothing. They guess it ain't yours. That 
cute httle chap, Tata, he says to me yesterday, 
^you're always a treatan' of your gahnn^ like as if he 
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was a Prince.' * Dammee ! ' says I, * Fd like to see 

the Prince as would hold a candle to him.' * You're 
right there/ says the little 'uii. ^ There ain^t his equal 
for takin' off a beggar^s head with a back sweep** " 

The Corporal laughed a little again, as he tossed 
himself down on the carpet. 

Weill it's something to have one yirtue ! Bat 
have a care what, those chatterboxes get out of 
you." 

Lord, sir. Ain't I been a takin' care these ten 
years! It comes quite natual now. I couldn't 
keep my tongue still ; that wouldn't be in anyways 

possible. So I've let it run on oiled wheels on a 
thousand rum tracks and doublins. Tve told 'em 
such a lot of amazin' stories about where we kern 
from, that they've got half a million different styles 
to choose out of. Some thinks as how you're a 
Polish nohf what got into hot water with the Rus- 
sians; some as how you're a Italian Prince what 
was cleaned out like Parma and them was ; some as 
how you're a Austrian Archduke that have cut your 
countxy because you was in love with the Empress^ 
and had a duel about her that scandalised the whole 
empire ; some as how you're a exiled Spanish grandee 
a-come to learn tactics and that Uke^ that you may 
go back, and pitch O'Donnell into the middle of next 
week, whenever you see a chance to cut ia and try 
conclusions with him. TAc?^ you, sir! you may let 
me alone for bamboozlin' of anybody 1 " 
The Corporal laughed again, as he began to un^ 
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]Hum€88 liuuelf . There was in liim a oertaia mm- < 
glin^ of UMOQcianoe and mdanchoty, each af which 

alternately predominated ; the former his by nature, 
the latter bom of circumstance. 

^ If you can outwit onr inmda the ZephyrSf and 
the liOnstics, and the Indigines, you have reached a 
height of di|)loinacy indeed I I would not en^afi^e to 
do it myself. Take my word for it, ingenuity is 
always dangerous — silence is always safe." 

**That may be, sir," responded the Chassev, in 
the sturdy English with which his bright blue eyes 
danced a fitting nationality. No doubt if s unconh* 
men good for them aa can bring their minds to it^ 
just like -viator instead o' wine — but it's very tryin', 
like the teetotalism. You might as weii tell a New- 
foundland not to love a splash as me not to love a 
diatter. Td cut my tongue out sooner than say never 
a word that you don't wish — but say somethin^ I must^ 
or die for it." 

With which the speaker^ known to Algerian fame 
by the sobriquet of €raehe<»^nesf^k^Morty from the 
haiivbieadth escapes and reckless razzias from wliich he 
had come out without a scratdi^ dropped on his knees^ 
and began to take off the trappings of his f ellow- 
sokUer, with as reverential a service as though he 
were a Lord of the Bedchamber serving a Louis 
Qoatone^ The otha motioned him gently away. 

Noy no. I have told you a thcNuand times we 
are comrades and equals now." 

^ And I've told you a thousand timesy sir^ that we 
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arefCt, and never will be, and don't oughtn't to be," 
replied tiie soldier, doggedly, drawing off the spurred 
and diist-c(yvered boats* ^ A gentl^nan's a gentle- 
man, let alone what straits he fall into.** 

But ceases to be one as soon as he takes a service 
he cannot reqnit^ or claims a superiorit)r he does not 
possess. We have been fdUbw^Miexs for twelve 
years " 

" So we have, sir ; but we are what we always was, 
and always will be— one a gendenian, t'other a scamp. 
If you think so be as I've done a good thing side 

by side with you now and then in the figlitin', give 
me my own way and let me wait on you when 1 can. 
I can't do mnch on it when those otiier fellows' eyea 
is on us ; but here I can and I will — ^beggin' your 
pardon — so there's an end of it. One may speak 
plain in this place with nothing bnt them Arabs 
abont; and all the Army know well enough, sir, that 
if it weren't for that black devi), Chateauroy, you'd 
have had your officer's commission and your troop too 
long before now—" 

Oh no. There are scores of men in the ranks 
merit promotion better far than I do. And, — leave 
the Golcmers name alone. He is onr chief, whatever 
else he be.** 

The words were calm and careless, but they car- 
ried a weight with them that was not to be disputed ; 
Cradie-au-nezHTla-Mort^' hnng his head a Uttite 

and went on unharnessing his Corporal in silence, 
contenting himself with muttering in his throat that 

g2 
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it was true for all that, and the whole regiment 
knew it, 

Yott are happy enough in Algeriar— eh f " asked 
the one he sOTred, as he stretched himself on the 
sidus and carpets, and di'ank down a sherbet that his 
self-attached attendant had made with a skill learned 
from a pretty cantini^re who had given him the 

lesson in return for a clashing IjIow with wiiicli lie 
had struck down two " Riz-pain-sels," who as the 
best paid men in the army had tried to cheat her in 
the price of her cognac. 

" I, sir t Never was so happy in my life, sir. Pd 
be discontented indeed if I wasn't. Always some 
spicy bit of fighting. If there aren^t a fantasia, as 
they call it, in tlie field, there's ah\ a}'s somebody to 
pot in a small way ; and if you're lying by in bar- 
racks there's always a scrimmage hot as pepp^ to be 
got up with fellows that love the row just as well as 
you do. It's life, that's where it is ; it ain't rustin'." 
"Then you prefer the French service t ** 
"Bight and away, sir. You see this is how it is,'* 
and the redoubtable yellow-hau-ed " Crache-au-nez- 
d'la-Mort" paused in the vigorous cleansing and 
brushing he was bestowing on his Corporal's uniform, 
and stood at ease in his shirt and trousers with his 
eloquence noway impeded by the bruLe-gueule that 
was always between his teeth* Over there in Eng- 
land, you know, sir, pipeclay is the deuce-and-all , 
you've always got to have the stock uJi, and luuk iis 
stiff as astake, or it's all up with you ^ you're that 
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tormented about little things that you get riled and 
kick the traces before the great 'uns come to tiy 
you. There's a lot of lads would be game as game 
could be in battle, ay, and good lads to boot, doing 
their duty right as a trivet when it came to anything 
like war, that are clean druV out of the service in 
time o' peace, along with all them petty persecutions 
that worry a man's skin like mosquito-bites. Now 
here they know that, and Lord ! what soldiers they 
do make thro' knowing of it ! It^s tight enough and 
stem enough in big things ; martial law sharp 
enough, and obedience to the letter all through the 
campaigning; hut that don't grate on a feUow; if 
he's >\orth his salt he's sui'e to understand that lie 
must move like clockwork iu a ^ght, and that he's 
to go to hell at double-quick-march, and mute as a 
mouse, rf his officers see fit to i^isnd bun. That^ all 
right, but they don't fidget you here about the little 
fal-lals ; you may stick your pipe in your mouth, you 
• may have your lark, you may do as you like, you 
may spend your dScompte how you choose, you may 
settle your little duel as you wiU, you may shout 
and sing and jump and riot on the march, so long as 
you march on ; you may lounge about half-dressed in 
any style as suits you best, so long as you're up to 
time when the trumpets sound for you; and that's 
what a man likes* He's ready to be a machine when 
the machine's wanted in working trim, but when it's 
run off the line and the steam all let off, he do iike 
to oil his own wheels, and lie a bit in the sun at his 
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fancy. There aien't better stuff to make soldiers out 
of nowhere than Englishnoten, God bless 'em I bat 
they^ce badgered, tke/ie horribly badgered, and 
that's why the Service don't take over there, let alone 
the way the country grudge 'em everv bit of pay. 
In England yon go in the ranks — well, tb^ all jnst tell 
you you're a blackguard, and there's the laab, and 
you'd better behave yourself or you'll get it hot and 
hot ; tliey take for granted you're a bad lot or you 
wouldn't be there, and in conise yon're riled and go 
to the bad according, seeing that it's what's expected 
of you. Here, contrai'iwise, you come in tlie ranks 
and get a welcome, and feel that it just rests with 
yourself whether yon won't be a fine fellow or 
not; and just along of feelin' that juuro pricked to 
show the best metal you're made on, and not to let 
nobody else beat yoa out of the race like. Ah 1 it 
makes a wonderful difference to a fellow — ^a wonder- 
ful difference — whether the service he's come into 
look at him as a scamp that never will be nothin' Intt 
a scamp, or as a rascal thaifs maybe got in him, 
all rascal tliongli lie is, the pluck to turn into a hero. 
It makes a wonderful difference, this 'ere, whether 
3roa're looked at as stnfE that's only fit to be shovelled 
into the sand after a battle, or as stuff thatll hdike 
chum into a great man. And it's just that difference, 
air, that France has found out, and £ngland hasn't*— 
Ood bless her all the same! " 

With which the soldier whom England had turned 
adrift, and France had won in her stead, concluded 
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hk kng oratkm by di^i^ppuig oa Im knees to refill his 
corporal's ebibouqme. 

" A anny's just a machine, sir, in course," lie con- 
doded, as he rammed in the Turkish tobacco, But 
then it's a live machine for aU that ; and each little 
bit of it feels for itself like the joints in an eeFs bodj. 
Now, if only one of them little bits smarts, the whole 
xrittiir |;oes wroiig-<4hece's the mischief*'' 

Bel-4-faire^peiir Hstened thoughtfully to his com- 
rade where he lay flung full length on the skins. 

" I dare say you are right enough. I knew nothing 
of my men when — -when I was in England ; we none 
of us did; bat I can very well believe what yon 
say. Yet — ^fine fellows though they are here, they 
ace terrible blackguards!" 

^^In course they are, sir; they wouldn't be such 
larky company unless they was. EiiL what I say is 
that they're scamps who're told they may be great 
men if they like; not scamps who're told that be- 
cause they're once gone to the devil they must always 
keep there. It makes all the difference in life." 

" Yes — it makes all the dilEerence in life, whether 
hope is left, or — left out !" 

The words were murmured with a half smile that 
had a dash of miinite sadness in it ; the other looked 
at him quickly with a shadow of keen pain passing 
over the bright, frank, laughing features of his sno- 
buiiit face ; he knew that tlie brief words held tiie 
•whole histor}' of a life. 

Won't there never be no hope, sir I" he whia- 
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peredy while his yoice trembled a little ander the 

long fierce "Zephyr" sweep of his yellow mous- 
taches. 

The Chauear rallied himself with a alight, careless 
laugli ; the lau^ with which he had met before now 

the onslaught of charges ferocious as those of the 
magnificent day of Mazagran. 

" Whom fort Both of nsT Oh yes, very likely we 
shall achieve fame, and die sous-o£Sciers or gardes- 
chanij)etres ! A splendid destiny." 

No^ sir/' said the other, with the hesitation still 
in the qniyer of his voice. Yon know I meant, no 
hope of your ever being again ^ 

He stopped ; he scarcely knew how to phrase the 
tlioughts he was thinking. 

The other moved with a certain impatience. 

" How often must I tell you to forget that I was 
ever anything except a soldier of France f — forget as 
I have forgotten itt** 

The audacious, irrepressible " Crache-au-nez-d*la- 
Mort," whom nodiing could daunt and nothing could 
awe, looked penitent and ashamed as a chidden 
spaniel. 

" I know, sir* I have tried many a year, but I 
thought, perhaps, as how his Lordship's death——** 

^ No life and no death can make any difference to 
me, except the death that some day anArbico's lunge 
will giye me ; and that is a long time eonung.** 

Ah, for God*s sake^ Mr. Oedl, don't talk like 
thisl" 
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The Chasseur gave a shorty sharp shiver^ and started 

at the name, as if a bullet liad struck him. 
" Never say that again 

Rake, Algerian-christened Craehe-^ttMiez^^k^Mart^ 
stammered a contrite apology. 

" I never have done, bir, — not for never a year, 
but it wrung it out of me like— you talking of want- 
ing death in that way ** 

" Oh, I don t want death laughed the other, vdth 
a low, indifferent laughter, that had in it a singular 
tone of sadness all the while. I am of our friends 
the Spahis' opinion — ^that life is veiy pleasant with a 
handsome well-chosen harem, and a good horse to 
one's saddle. Unhappily, harems are too expensive 
for Boumis ! Yet I am not sure that I amnot better 
amused in the Chasseurs than I was in the House- 
hold — specially when we are at war. I suppose we 
must be wild animals at the core^ or we should never 
find such an infinite zest in the death-grapple. Good 
night I" 

He stretched his long, slender, symmetrical Hmhs 
out on the skins that made his bed, and closed his 
eyes, with the chibouque still in his mouth, and its 
amber bowl resting on the carpet, which the friend- 
ship and honoiu: of Sidi-Ilderim had strewn over the 
bare turf, on which the house of hair was raised. 
He was accustomed to sk c]) as soldiers sleep, in all 
the din of a camp, or with the roar of savage brutes 
echoing from the hills around, with his saddle be- 
neath his head, under a dab of rock, or with the 
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kiuAxhd^e that at every instant the alarm might be 
given, the drams roll ont oyer the nighty and the 
enemy be down like lightning on the bivouac* But 
vow a name— long unspoken to him — bad recalled 
years lie had buried far and for ever from the hrst 
dbj that he had worn the d^erdannanee of the 
Aimy of Algeria, and been enrolled amongst its wild 

and brilliant soldiers. 

Now, long after liis comrade had slept soundly, and 
tiie light in the single bronze Turkish candle-bxandi 
had flickered and died away, the Ohassenr d'Afnqne 
lay wiikeful, iu iking outward through the folds of 
the tent at the dark and silent camp of the Arabs, 
and letting his memory drift backward to a tinte 
that had trrown to be to liim as a drtjaui — a time 
.when another world than the world of Africa had 
known him as Bertie CedL 
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CHAPTER IV. 

CIOABETTE EN BIENFAITBICE, 

'^Oh h^! We are a queer lot; a very queer lot. 

Sweepings of Europe/' said Claude de Chanrellon, 
dashing some yermout off his golden moustaches, 
where he lay fuH length on three chairs outside 
the caf^ in the Place da Oouvemement, where the 
lamps were just alit, and shining through the bur- 
nished moonlight of an Algerian evening, and the 
many-coloured, many-raced, picturesque, and polyglot 
population of the toA^^l were all fluttering out with 
the sunset, like so many gay-coloured moths. 

^ Hein ! Diamonds are found in the ehiftmniej^s 
sweepings," growled a General of Diirision, who jwas 
the most terrible martinet in the whole of the French 
'Service^ hut who loved ^ met enfoM d'en/ety* as he 
was wont to tenn his men, with a great loye, and 
who would liuver hear another disparage them, how- 
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ever he might order tliem blows of the mcUraque^ or 
exile them to Beylick himself. 

^^Yoa are poetic^ mon G^n^ral," said Claude de 
(Ibanrellon ; ^^bnt you are true. We are a furnace 

in which lUackguardisra is burnt into Darc-ckvilry, 
and turned out as Heroism. A fine manufacture 
thaty and one at which France has no equal." 

^^But our manufactures keep the ori^al hall- 
mark, and show that the devil made them if the drill 
have moulded them!'' urged a Colonel of Tirailleurs 
Indigkies. 

Chanrellon laughed, knocking the ash off a huge 
cigar. 

^'Pardienl We do our original maker credit, 
then ; nothing good in this world without a dash of 

diablerie. Scruples are the wet blankets, proprieties 
are the blank walls, principles are the quickset-hedges 
of life, but devilry is its champagne !" 

Ventre-bleu 1" growled the General. " We have 
a right to praise the blackguards ; without them our 
conscripts would be very poor trash. The conscript 
fights because he has to fight, the blackguard fights 
because he loves to fight. A great difference that." 

The Colonel of Tirailleurs lifted his eyes ; a slight 
pale effeminate dark-eyed Parisian, who looked 
acaxoely stronger than a hothouse flower, yet who, 
as many an African chronicle could tell, was swift ^is 
fire, keen as steel, imerring as a leopard's leap, 
untiring as an Indian on trail, once in the field with 
his Indigenes. 
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^ JxL proportion as one loves powder, one has been 

a scoundrel, mon General," he murmured ; " what the 
catalogue of your crimes must be !** 

The tough old campaigner laughed grimly ; he 
took it as a high compliment. 

" Sapristi ! The cardinal virtues don't send any- 
body, I guess, into African service. And yet, par- 
dieuy I don't know. What fellows I have known t 
I have had men among my Zeph\TS — and they were 
the wildest pratiques too— that would have ruled the 
world! I have had more wit, more address, more 
genius, more devotion, in some headlong scamp of a 
hustle than all the couiti and cabinets would fui'nish. 
Such lives, such lives too, morbleu !" 

And he drained his absinthe thoughtfully, musing 
on the marveUous vicissitudes of war, and on the 
patrician blood, the wasted wit, the Beaumarchais 
talent, the Mirabeau power, the adventures like a 
page of f aiiy tale, the brains whose strength could 
have guided a sceptre, which he had found and 
known, hidden under the rough uniform of a Zephyr, 
buried beneath the canvas shirts of a Bonmi, lost for 
ever in the wild lawless escapades of rebellious 
pratiques J* who closed their days in the stifling 
darkness of the dungeons of Beylick, or in some 
obscure skirmish, some midnight vidette, where an 
Ai*ab flbsa severed the cord of the warped life, and 
the death was unhonoured by even a line in the 
Gazettes du Jour. 

* Iniubordinstea. 
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^ Faith!" laughed Chaiudlon, regardless of the 
General's obsenratioii, ^ if we all published ear me- 
moirs, the world would have a droU book* DanuHi 

and Terrail would be beat out of the field. The real 
recruiting-sergeants that seud us to the ranics would 



A comedy that was hissed." 
Carbonarist yows when one was a fool." 

« The spleen." 
" The dice." 
"^Theroolette." 

^ The nahiral desire of hnmanitj to kail and to gat 

killed!" 

M orb leu ! " cried Chanrello% as tiie voices 
closed, "all those mischiefs beat the drux% and send 

Yolnnteers to the ranks, sure enough ; but the 
(General named tlie worst. Look at that little Cora ; 
the Minister of War shoidd give h^ the Cross. She 
sends us ten times more fire-eaters than the Con- 
scription does. Five fine fellows — of the vieille 
roeiie too — joined to-day, because she has stripped 
tkem of evexything, and they have nothing for it 
but the ."itrvicL'. She hs invaluable, Cora.'* 

" And there is not much to look at in her either,** 
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« 

objected a Captain, who eoBunanded Turns. ^1 
saw her when our detachment went to show in Pan^ 
A baby f aca^ innoceiit as a dienib— a aoft voice — a 
diape that looks ai sli^t and as breakable as the- 

stem of my glass — there is the end !" 

The Colonel of Tirailleurs laughed scornfully but 
geattj; be bad bee& a gi»at Um of tbe faahkmabte 
wofM. Mote be came ont to bis Indigenes. 

« The end of Cora I The end of her is—' rJEkrferr 
M7 good Akide— that ^babyfaoe' has nnnedmore 
of us than wonld make up a battalioii. She is so 
quiet, so tender; smiles like an angel, glides like :i 
fawn ; is a little sad too^ the innocent dove ; looks at 
jou with efes as dear as water, and paf I before 70a 
know where joa arey she has pillaged with boib 
hands, and you wake one fine morning bankrupt!" 

Why do you let her do it I" growled the vieiiU 
moustache^ who bad served under Junot when a 
httle lad, and iiad scant knowledge of the ways and 
wiles of the syrens of the Rue Breda. 

Ab-bahT' said the Colonel, with a shrug of bis 
shoulders; *^Tit is tbe thing to be ruined 1^ Cora. 
There is Bebee-je-m'enfuus ; there is Blundc-Mioa- 
Miou ; there ia the Cerisette ; there is Neroh ; there 
is Loto^-any one of them is equally good style with 
Cora ; but to be at all in the fashion, one must have 
been talked of with one of the six." 

^^DiantreT' sig^ Chwde de Chanrellon, stretch- 
ing his handsome limbs, with a sigb of recollection ; 
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for Park had been a Paradise Lost to him for many 
aeasonfl| and he had had of late years bnt one solitaiy 
glimpse of it. ^It was Goeur d'Ader who was 
the rage in my time. She ate me up—that woman 
— ^in three months* I had not a hundred francs 
left : she stripped me as bare as a pigeon. Her 
passion was emeralds en cabochon just then. Well, 
emeralds en cabochon made an end of me, and sent 
me out here. Cosur d'Acier was a wonderful wo- 
man ! — and the chief wonder of her was, that she 
was as ugly as sin." 

« Ugly r 

Ugly as sin ! Bnt she^had the knack of making 

herself more charmins' than Venus. How she did it 
nobody knew ; but men left the prettiest creatures for 
her : and she ruined us, I think, at the rate of a score 
a month.'' 

Like Loto,*' chimed in the Tiraiileur. Loto 
has not a shred of beauty. She is a big, angular, 
raw-boned Normande, with a rough voioe^ and a 
villanous patois; but to be weU with Loto is to 
have achieved distinction at once. She will have 
nothing under- the thkd order of nobility ; and 
Prince Paul shot the Due de Yar about her the 
other day. She is a gi'eat creatuie, Loto : nobody 
knows her secret." 

^JUixudaeej mon ami; Umjcwn de VatuUteej*' said 
Chanrellon, with a twist of his superb moustaches. 

It is the finest quality out ; nothing so sure to win. 
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Hallo! there is le beau caporal listening. Ah 1 
Bel-a-faire-peur, j^ou fell, too, among the Lotos and 
the Casaxs d'Ader once, I will wanant." 

The Chasseur, wbo was pafisin^ paused and smiled 
a little as he saluted. 

" Cooon df Ader aie to be found in all ranks of the 
aez, monsieur, I fancy? ^ 

Bah ! you beg the question. Did not a woman 
send you out here — eh ? " 

No, monsieur^— -only chance." 
" A fig for your chance I Women are the mischief 
that casts us adrift to chance." 

Monsieur^ we cast ourselves sometimes." 
'^Dieu de Dieul I doubt that. We should go 
straight enougli if it were not for them." 
The Chasseur smiled again. 
^^M. le Viscomte thinks we are sure to be right 
then, if, for the key to every blade story, we ask, 
' Who was she 1 ' " 

Of course I do* Well 1 who was she f We are 
all quoting our tempters to<-night. Give us your 
story, 7non brave I ** 

Monsieur, you have it in the folios matnadea^ as 
well as my sword could write it." 

Good, good ! " muttered the listening Genenii. 
The soldier-like answ^er pleased hinii and he looked 
attentively at the giver of it. 
Chanrellon's brown eyes flashed a bright response. 
And } oiir sword writes in a brave man's fashion 
— ^writes what France loves to read. But before you 
TOL. n. H 
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wore your sword hero ? Tell us of that. It waa a 
romance — wan't it f " 

^ J£ it were^ I hare folded down the page, mon- 
sieur." 

^< Open ity then ! Come — ^what bnm^t yoa oint 
amongst us ? Yon had gamed a« m dqwisUU — ^that 

was it ? Out mth it I " 

"^fonsieur, direct obedience is a soldier^s duty; 
but I never heard that inquisitm annoyance was an 
offioer^s privilege 1 ** 

The words were cabn, cold, a little languid, and a 
little haughty. The maimer of old habits the instinct 
of bnried piide^ spoke in them, and disngarded the 
barrier between a private of Chasseurs who was but 
a soos-ofHcier, and a Colonel Commandant who was 
also a noble of France* 

Involuntarily, all the men rittmg mmd the Htde 
tables, outside the caf^ turned an l looked at him. 
The boldness of speech and the quietude of tone drew 
all their eyes in cariosity upon hioL 
' Ghanvellon flushed scarlet over his frank brow, and 
an instant's passion gleamed out of his eyes : the next^ 
he threw his three chairs down with a crash, as 
he shook his mighty frame like an Alpine dog, and 
bowed with a French grace, with a campaigner's 
frankness. 

^< A right rebuke I — ^fairly given, and well deserved* 
I thank you for the lesson." 

The Chasseur looked surprised and mo\ ed ; in 
truth, he was more touched than he showed. Under 
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the i iile of Chateauroy, consideration or courtesy had 
been things long nnshown to him. Involuntarily, 
forgetful of rank, he stretched his hand out, on the 
impulse of soldier to soldier, oi gentleman to gentle- 
nan. Then^ as the bitter remembrance of the dif- 
femence of rank and station between them flashed on 
liis memory, he was raising it, proudly but doferen- 
tiaUy, in the salute of a subordinate to his superior, 
when Ohinreilon's grasp closed on it readily. The 
victim of Ckear d'Acier was of as gallant a temper as 
ever blent the reckless condottiere with the thorough- 
bred noble. 

The Ghasseor colonx«d slightly, as he remembered 

that he had forgotten alike liis own position and their 
relative stations. 

beg your pardon, Monsieur le Vioomte/' he 
said, simply, as he gave the salute with ceremonious 
grace, and passed onward rapidly, as though he wished 
to forget and to hsM forgotten the momentary self <- 
oblivion of 'whidi he had been gnilty. 

"Dieu!" muttered Cliaurelloii, as lie looked after 
him, and struck his hand on the marble-topped table 
till the glasses shook. ^^I would give a yeaifs pay to 
know that fine fellow's history. He is a gentleman 
— every inch of him.** 

^'And a good soldier, which is better/* growled 
the General of Brigade, who had begun life in his 
time driving an ox-plough over the heavy tillage of 
Alsace. 

'^A private of Ch&teauroy*s — eh?** asked the 

h2 
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Tiraiileur, lifting his eye-glass to watch the Chassetir 
as he went. 

Pardieu, — ^yes, — morels the pity," said Ghanrel- 
Ion, wlio spoke his thoughts as hastily as a hand-gre- 
nade scatters its powder. The Black Hawk hates 
him — God knows why — and he is kept down in con- 
sequence, as if he were the idlest luut or the most 
incorrigible rebel in the service. Look at what he 
has done. All the Bnreanx will tell yon there is not 
a finer Roumi in Africa — ^not even among onr Scha- 
ouacks I Since he joined, there has not been a hot 
and heavy thing with the Arabs that he has not had 
his shaxe in. There has not been a campaign in Oran 
or Kabailathat he has not gone out with. Ilii limbs 
are slashed all over with Bedouin steel. He rode 
once twenty leagues to deUver despatches with a 
spear-head in his side, and fell, in a dead faint, out 
of his saddle just as he gave them up to the com- 
maadant^s own hands. He sayed the day^ two yeaxs 
ago, at Ghranaila. We should have been cut to pieces, 
as sure as destiny, if he liad nut collected a liaudful of 
broken Chasseurs togetiier, and rallied them, and rated 
them, and lashed them with their shamei till they dashed 
widi him to a man into the thickest of the iight, and 
pierced the Arabs' centre, and gave us breathing room, 
till we all charged togetiier^ and beat the Arbicos back 
like a herd of jackals. There are a hundred more like 
stories of him — every one of them true as my sabi^e 
and, in reward, life has just been made a galonnc! " 
^< Superb!" said the General^ with grim signifi- 
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cance. " Ce rCest pas h la France — fa / Twelve years ! 
In five under Napoleon, he would have been at the 
head of a brigade;^ but then" — and the veteran 
drank his absinthe with a regretful melancholy — > 
^*biit then, Napoleon read his men himself and never 
. read them wrong. It is a divine gift that for com- 
manders." ^ 

"The Black Hawk can read, too,** said Chanrellon, 
meditatively; it was |he "petit iiom," that Cliateau- 
Toy had gained long before, and by which he was best 
known through the army. " No eyes aie keener than 
his, to trace a lascai' hebir. But, where he hates, he 
strikes beak and talons — pong I — ^till the thing dropa 
dead — even where he strikes a bird of his own 
biood.** 

"That is bad," said the old General, sententiously. 
" There are four people who should have no personal 
likes or dislikes: they are an, innkeeper, a school- 
master, a ship*s skipper, and a military chief." 

With which axiom he called for some more 

Meanwhile^ ihe Chasseur went his way through 

the cosmopolitan groups of the great square. A little 
farther onward, laughing, smoking, chatting, eating 
ices outside a Oaii Ghantant, were a group of Eng- 
lishmen — a yachting party, whose schooner lay in the 
harbour. He lingered a moment, and lighted a fusee, 
just for sake of hearing the old familiar words. As 
« he bent his head above the vesuvian, no one saw 
the shadow of pain that passed over his face. 
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Bat one of them looked at bim cnriaasly and ear- 
nestly. **The deuce,'* he witinrrared to the man 
nearest him, "who the dickem is it that French 
soldier's Uke I 

The French soldier heaid^ and, with the cigar in 
his teeth, moved away (juickly. He was uneasy m 
the cfty — ^uiicasy lest he should be recognised by any 
pftsser-bj or tourist 

I need not fe«r that, thow^/' he thought with a 
smile. " Twelve years I — why, in that world, we used 
to forget the blackest ruin in ten day% and the best 
life amongst ns ten hours after its grave was closed. 
Besides, I am safe enough. I am dead !** 

And he pursued his onward way, with the red glow 
of the cigar under the chesnut splendour of his beard, 
and the black eyes of veiled Moresco women fla'shed 
lovingly on his tall lithe form, with the scarlet cdnr 
turon swathed round his loins, and the scarlet undress 
fez set on his forehead, fair as a woman^s still, 
despite the tawny glow of the A^iic &un tiiat had 
been on it for so long. 

He was " dead therein had laid aU his security; 
thereby had " Beauty of the Brigades" been buried 
Ijeyondall <lisco\'ery in " Bel-^faire-pcur" of the 2nd 
Chasseurs d'Afriqae. When, on the Idarseilles rails, 
the maceration and slaughter of as terrible an acci- 
dent as ever Ixdrl a train rushing through midnight 
darkness, at headlong speed, had left himself and the 
one man faithful to his fortunes unharmed by little , 
less than a nnracle, he had seen iji the calamity the 
surest screen from discovery or pursuit. 




Digitized by Google 



CIOABETTE EN BXEKFAITBICE» 



103 



Leaving tlie baggage where it was jammed among 
the debns, he liad struck across the country with 
Bake for the few leagues that still lay between them 
and the dtyi and had entered Maroeilks as weaiy 
foot travellers, before half the rain on the rails had 
been seen by the full noon sun. 

As it chanced, a trading yawl was loading in 
the port, to nm across to Algiers that very daj. 
The skipper was short of men, and afraid of the 
Lascars, who were the only sailors that he seemed 
likely to find, to fill up the vacant places in his small 
crew. 

Cecil offered himself and his comrade for the ])as- 
sage. He had only a very few gold pieces ou his 
person, and he was wiUing to work his way across, 
if he could. 

**But you're a gentleman," said the skipper, doubt- 
fully eyeing him, and his velvet dress, and his black 
sombrero with its eagle's plume. want a rare, 
rough, able seaman, for there'll be like to be foul 
weather. She looks too fair to last," he concluded, 
with a glance upward at the sky. 

He was a Liverpool man, master and owner of his 
own rakish-looking little black-hulled craft, that, 
rumour was wont to say, was not averse to a bit 
^ving, if she f oond herself in far seas, with a likdy 
run before her. 

" You're a swell, that's what you are,' emphasized 
the skipper. You bean't no sort of use to me.'* 

^ Wait a second," answered Cecil. Did you ever 
chance to hear of a schooner called Regina ? " 
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Tlie skipper's face lighted in a moment. 
Her as was in the Biscay, July come two years f 
— her as draV tlirongh the storm like a mad thing, and 
flew like a swallow, when everything was splittin and 
founderin', and shipping seas around her? — her as was 
the first to bear down to the greaiWretilery a-lyin* there 
hull over in water, and took aboard all as ever she 
could hold o' the passengers, a-pitchin' out her own 
beautiful cabin fittins to have as much room for the 
poor wretches as ever she could? Be you a-meanin^ 
her?" 

Cecil nodded assent. 
She was my yacht, that's all ; and I was without 
a captain through that storm. Will you think me a 
good enough sailor now ? " 

The skipper wrung his hand, till iie nearly wrung 
it off. 

Good enough ! Blast my timbers ! there aren't 
one will beat you in any waters. Come on, sir, if so 
be as you wishes it ; but never a stroke of work shall 
you do atween mi/ decks. I never did think as how 
one of your yachting-nobs could ever be fit to lay 
hold of a tiUer; but, hang me, if the Club make such 
sailors as you it's a rare 'un 1 Lord a men^ I why 
my wife was in the Wrestler, I've heard her tell 
scores of times as how she was a'most dead when thai 
little yacht came through a swaling sea, that was all 
heavin' and roarin' round the wreck, and as how tiie 
swell what owned it geV his cabin up to the womenkind, 
and had his swivel-gons and his handsome furniture 
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pitched overboard, that he might be able to carry 
more passengers, and f ed-'em, and gev' 'em champagne 
alt round, and treated 'em like a Prince, tiU he ran 
*em straight into Brest Harbour. But, damn me! 

that ever a swell like yoii slioukl " 

Lefs -weigh anchor,'' said Bertie, qnietly. 

And so he crossed nnnoticed to Algeria, .while 
through Europe the tidings went, that the mutilated 
form, crushed between iron and wood, on the Mar* 
seilles line, was bis, and that he had perished in that 
awful, ink-black, siiltiy soutlieru night, when the 
rushing trains had met, as meet the thunder-clouds. 
The world thought him dead ; as such, the journals 
recorded him, with the shameful outlines of im- 
puted crime, to make the death the darker ; as such, 
his name was forbidden to be uttered at Boyallieu; 
as sudi, the Seraph mourned him with passionate 
loving force, refusing to the last to accredit his guilt : 
— and he, leaving them in their error, was drafted 
into the French Army under two of his christian 
names, which happily had a foreign sound — Louis 
Victor — and laid aside for ever his identity as 
Bertie Cecil. 

He went at once on service in the interior, and 
had scarcely come in any of the larger towns since 
he had joined. His only danger of recognition had 
once been when a Marshal of Fiance, whom he had 
used to know well in Paris and at the Court of St. 
James, lield an inspection of the African troops. 

Filing past the brilliant staff, he had ridden at only 
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a few yards' distance from his old acquaintance, and, 
as he sainted, had glanced inTolontarilj at the face 
that he had seen oftentimes in the Salles des Hard- 
chaux, and even under the roof of Royallieu. The 
great chiefs keen blue ejes w&re scratinismg the re- 
giment, ready to note a chain loose, a belt awry, a sword 
specked with rust, if such a sin there were against 

les ordonnances in all the gUttering squadrons ; and 
swept over him, seeing in him but <me among thoa- 
sands — a nnit in the mighty aggregate of the ^ raw 
material" of war. 

The Msurshal only mattered to a General beside 
him, *^ Why don't they all ride like that mani He 
has the seat of the Eiirrlish Guards." But tlia 
in truth an of^cer of the English Guards, and a 
f ri^d of his own, who paced past him as a private of 
Algerian Horse, the French leader never dreamed. 

From the extremes of luxury, indolence, indul- 
gence, pleasui'e, and extravagance, Cecil came to the 
extremes of hardship, poverty, discipline, snfterin^ 
and toil. From a life where every sense was grati- 
fied, he came to a life where every privation was 
endured. He had led the fashion; — he came 
where he had to bear without a wcnrd the curses, 
oaths, and insults of a corporal or a sous-lieutenant. 
He had b^n used to every delicacy and delight ; — 
he came where he had to take the coarse black bread 
of the army as a rich repast. He had thought it 
too much trouble to murmur Hatteries in great ladies* 
em\ — he came where morning, noon^ and night the 
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inexorable demands of rigid rules compelled his in- 
oMsant obedience, vi^lanoey acti¥i^, and aelf-deniaL 
He had known notihing from Ids cliildliood np except 
ail atmosphere of amusement, refinement, brilliancy, 
and idleness ; — he came where gnawing hanger^ 
bnitalised jest, ceaselets toil, coarse obecenity, ago- 
nised pain, and pandemoniac mirth, alternately filled 
the measure of the days. 

A sharper contrast, a darker iardeali nurely tried 
the steel of any man's endnrance ; yet, under it, he 
verified the truth, " Bon sang ne pent mentir.^^ No 
Spartan could have borne the change more mutely, 
more staunchly, than did the dandy of the Hoose- 
hdd." 

The first years were, it is true, years of intense 
misery to him. Misery, when all the Uood glowed 
in him under some petty tynntf s jibe, and he had 
to stand immorable, holding his peace. Misery, when 
the hunger and thirst of long marches tortured him, 
and his soul sickened at the half-nraw offal, and 
the water ^uek with dnst, and stained with blood, 
which the men round him seized so ravenously. 
Misery, when the dreary dawn broke, only to usher in 
a day of mechanical manoenTres, of petty tyrannies, 
of barren burdensome hours in the exercise-ground, 
of convoy duty in the burning suu-glare, and under 
the heat of harness ; and the weary night fell with the 
din and npmar, and the Tillanons blasphemy, and 
befouled merriment of the riotous Cluunbree, that 
denied even the peace and oblivion of sleep* They 
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were years of infinite wretchedness oftentimes, onlj 
relieved hy the loyalty and devotion of the man who 
had followed him into his exile. Bnt, however 
wretched, they never wrung a single regret or 
lament from Cecil. He had come out to this life ; 
he took it as it was. As, having lost the title to 
con ni land, the high breeding in him made him render 
implicitly the mute obedience which was the £rst 
duty of his present position, so it made him accq>t, 
from first to last, without a sign of complaint or of 
impatience, the altered fortunes of his career. The 
hardest- trained, lowest-bom, longest-inured soldier 
in the Zephyr ranks did not bear himself with more 
apparent content and more absolute fortitude than 
did the man who had used to think it a cruelty to 
ride with his troop from Windsor to Wormwood 
Scrubs, and had never taken the trouble to load his 
own gun any shooting season, or to di'aw off liii own 
coat any evening. He suffered acutely many times; 
suffered till he was heart-sick of his life ; but he 
never sought to escape the ^liglitest penalty or hard- 
ship, and not even Kake ever heard from him a 
single syllable of irritation or of self-pity. 

Moreover, the wap-fire woke in him. 

In one shape or another, active service was almost 
always his lot, and hot, severe campa^inng was his 
first introduction to military life in Algeria. The 
latent instinct in liim — tlic instinct that had flashed 
out during his lazy fashionable calm in all moments 
of danger, in all days of keen sport ; the instinct that 
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bad made him fling himself into the duello with the 
French boari and made him mutter to Forest ^Kingi 
Kill me if you Kke, but don*t /atl me ! — was the hi- 
st in ct of the boni soldier. In peril, in battle, in reck- 
less biaTerji in the rush of the charge^ and the ^cite* 
ment of the surprise, in the near presence of death, 
and ill the chase of a foe throufrli :i liot Afiican niuht 
when both were armed to the teeth, and one oi^ both 
must fall when the grapple came^in all these that 
old instmct, aroused and unloosed, made him content ; 
made him think that the life >vbich brought them 
was worth the living. 

There had always been in him a reckless dare- 
devilry, which had slept under the serene effeminate 
insouciance of his careless temper and his pampered 
habits* It had full rein now, and made him, as 
the army affirmed, one of the most intrepid, victo- 
rious, and chivalrous Lascars of its fiery rauks. Fate 
had flung him off his couch of down into the tem- 
pest of war, into the sternness of life spent ever 
on the border of the gra\ c, ruled ever bv an iron 
code, requiring at every step self-negation, forti- 
tude, submission, courage, patience, the self-control 
which should take the uttermost provocation from 
those in command without even a look of reprisal, 
and the oomrageous recklessness which should meet 
death, and^deal death, which should be as the eagle 
to swoop, as the lion to rend. ^tVnd he was not 
found wanting in it. 
He was too thorough-bred to attempt to claim a 
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superiority that fortune no longer conferred on him, 

to seek to obtain a deference that he had no lonuir 
tlic position to demand. He obeyed far more im- 
plicitly than many a ruffian £libu8ter| who had been 
amongst the dre|^ of society from hii birth. And 
thoiigli his quick-eyed comrades knew, before he had 
been amongst them five minutes, that an ^ axistocrat " 
had taken refuge under the Fhi^ of Mazagran, they 
never experienced from liim one toucli of the inso- 
lence that their own sous-oHiciers beat them with, as 
with the flat of the sword; and they never found in 
him one shadow of the arrogance lliat some fellow* 
soldier, v,]io had swelled into a sergeant-major, or 
bristled into an adjutant^ would strut with, hke any 
turkey-cock. 

He was too quiet, too courteous, too calmly list- 
less ; he had too easy a grace, too soft a voice, and 
too many gentleman-habits^ for them. But when 
they found that he could fight like a Zouave, ride 
like an Arab, and bear shot-wounds or desert-thirst 

. as though he were of bronze^ it grew a delight 
to them to see of what granite and steel this dainty 
patrician was made ; and they loved him with a 
rough, ardent, dog-like love^ when tiicy found that 
his last crusty in a long mardi, would always be 
divided; that the most desperate service of danger 
was always volunteered for by liim ; that no severity 

' of personal chastisemait ever made him dear himself 
of a false charge at a comrade's expense ; and that all 
his deoom^te went in giving a veteran a stoup of wine, 
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or a sick conscript a tempting ineal, or a prisoner of 
Beylick some food througli the giating^ scaled too at 
risk of life and limb* 

Cecil had all a soldier^s temper in him ; and the 
shock which had hurled liim out of ease^ and levity, 
and nltrarlaxiuy, to stand alone bef<»e as dark and* 
rurrged a fortune as ever fronted an^r man, had 
awakened tlic "war-fire which had only slumbered 
because lulled by habit, and unaroused by circum- 
stance. He had never before been called on to exert 
either thought or action : the necessity for both caHed 
many latent qualities in him into play. The same 
nature, wliich had made him^wish to be killed over 
the Grand Military course, rather than live to lose 
the race, made hina now bear privation as cabnly, and 
risk death as recklessly, as the hardiest and most fiery 
knutic of the African cantonments. 

Bitter as the life often was, severe the suffering, 
aiul acute the depriMition, the sternest veteran scarcely 
took them more patiently, more silently, than the 

aristocrat,** to whom a corked claiet or a dusty 
race-dav had been calamities. Cast among thc^c 
wild, iron-muscled bohemians, who fought like tigers, 
and were as impenetrable as rhinoeeri, ^^race" was 
too strong in Cecil not to hold its own with them, 
whether in the quality of endurance, or the quality of 
daring. 

Main de femme, mais main de fer^ the Bomms 

were wont to say of their conn-ade, witli his deli- 
cate habits, comme une Marqime du Faubourg^^ as 
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they would growl impatiently; and his tenacious 
patience^ which would never give way either in the 
tofl of the camp or the grip of the straggle. 

On the s m l ace it seemed a^i though never was 
there a life more utterly thrown away than the life of 
a Guardsman and a gentleman, a man of good bloody 
high rank, and talented gifts had he ever chosen to 
make anything of them, buried in the ranks of the 
Franco-African army, risking a nameless grave in 
the sand with almost every hour, associated with the 
roughest riffraff of Europe, liable any day to be 
slain by the slash of an Arab flissciy and rewarded for 
twelve yean^ splendid service by tJie distinctive badge 
of a corporal. Any one of the friends of his former 
years, se^g him thus, would have said that he 
might as well be thrown at once into a pit in the 
sandy where the dead were pOed twenty deep after a 
skirmish, to lie and rot, or be dug up by the talons of 
famished beasts, whichever might chance, as live thus 
in the obscoiity^ poverty, and semirbarbarism of an 
Algerian private's existence. 

Yet it might be doubted if an j lite would have done 
for him what this had done : it might be questioned, 
if, judging a career not by its social position, but by 
its effect on character, any other would have been so 
weU fur him, or would equally have given steel and 
strength to the indidenceand languor of his nature as 
this did. In his old world he would have lounged 
listlessly through fashioiiahle seasons, and, in an 
atmosphere that encouraged his profound negligence 
of everything and his natoral nil^dmirari hstlesaness, 
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%vould have glided from refinement to effemmacj, and 
from lazy grace to blase inertia. 

The severify and the daogers of the campaigns 
'with the French army had roused the sleeping lion in 
him, and made him as fine a soldier as ever ranged 
imder any flag. He had sa&exed^ braved^ resented, 
fought, loTed, hated, endnred, and even enj oyed, 
here in Africa, with a force and a vividness that lie 
had never dreamed possible in his calm, passionless, 
insouciant world of other days. He had known what 
the hunger of famine, what the torment of fever, 
what the agony of forbidden pride, what the wild 
delight of combat, were. He had known what it was 
to long madly for a stonp of water ; to lie raving, yet 
conscious, under the throes of gun-shot wounds ; to 
be forced to bear impassively words, for a tithe of 
which he could have struck across the mouth the chief 
who spoke them; to find in a draught of wretched 
wine, after days of marching, a relish that he liad 
never found in the champagnes and burgundies of the 
Guards* mess ; to love the dark Arab eyes, that smiled 
on him in his exile, as he had never loved those of any 
woman, and to suffer when the death-film gathered 
over them, as he had never thought it in him to suffer 
for any death or any life ; to feel every nerve thrill, 
and every vein glow^ as with fierce, exultant joy, as 
the musketry pealed above the plains, and his horse 
pressed down on to the very mouths of the rifles, and 
the naked sabres flashed like the play of lightnings, 
and over the dead body of his charger, he fought 

VOL. n. I 
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ankle deep in blood, with the Arabs circling like hawks^ 
and their great blades whidiiig round him, catching 
the spesrs aimed at him with one hand, while he beat 

back their swords, blow for blow, with the other; — 
he had known ail the^e^ tlie desert passions; and, 
while oatwardly they left him much the same in cha- 
racter, they changed him vitally. They developed 
him into a magnificent soldier — too true a soldier not 
to make thoronghly his the service he had adopted, 
not to, oftentimes, ahnost forget that he had ever 
lived uiider uny other fl;\L^ xhiui that tricoloui*, which 
lie followed and defended now. 

The qnaint heioie Noman motto of his ancestors 
carved over the gates of Boyaliien^^^Cantr VaUksBi 
Se Fait lioyautne^ — ^verified itself in his case. Out- 
lawed, beggared, robbed at a stroke of every hope and 
prospect, he had taken his advecdty baldly by tihe 
beard, and had made himself at once a countr}^ j.uid 
a kingdom among the brave, fierce, reckless, loyal 
hearts of the men, who cama firom north, south, east, 
and west, driven by every accident, and scourged by 
every fate, to fill up the battalions of Xorth Africa. 

As he went now, in the warmth of the after-glow, 
he tamed up into the Bue Babaeomn, and pansed 
before the entrance isi a narrow, dark, tamble-down, 
picturesque shop, half like a stall of a Cairo bazaar, 
half like a JeVs den in a Fkrartane alky. 

A cnnning, wizen head peered ont at him from the 
gloom. 

" Ah-hal good evfiai, Corporal Victor ! 
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Cecil, at the words, crossed the sill and entered. 
^Have yea sold anyf' he asked. There was a 
slight eonsfaraint and hesitation in ike words, as of 

one who can never fairly bend his spirit to the ^ uke 
of barter. 

The little, hideous, wrinkled, dwarf-like oreatnre, 
a trader in cnriositi^, grinned with a certain ^j^ti- 
fication, in disappointing this lithe-limbed, handsome 
Chasseur. 

«Not one* . The toys don^t take* Daggers now, 

or ni^ything made out of spent balls, or flissas one 
can tell an Arab story about, go off like wildfire ; 
hut jour iyory bagatelles are no sort of use, M« le 
GaporaL'* 

^Very well: no matter," said Cecil, simply, as he 
paused a moment before some delicate little statu- 
ettes and carvings — miniature things, carved out of 
a piece of ivory, or a block of marble, the size of 
a horse's hoof, such as could be picked up in diy 
liver channels, or broken off stray boulders ; slender 
crucifixes, wreaths of foliage, branches of wild fig, 
figures of Arabs and Moors, dainty heads of dancing- 
girls, and tiny chargers fretting like Bucephalus. 
They were perfectly conceived and executed. He 
had always had a D'Orsay-like gift that way, 
though, in common with all his gifts, he had utterly 
neglected all culture of it, until, cast adrift on the 
world, and forced to do something to maintain him- 
self, he had watched the skill of the French sol- 
diers at all such expedients to gain a few coins, 

I2 
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and had solaced many a dreary hour in barracks 

and under canvas with the toy-sculpture, till he had 
attained a singular art at it. He had commonly 
given Kake the office of selling them, and aa com- 
monly spent all the proceeds on all other needs save 
his owu. 

He lingered a moment, with r^ret in his eyes ; he 
had scarcely a sou in his pocket, and he had wanted 

some money sorely that night for a comrade dying of 
a lung-womid — a noble fellow, a Frencii artist who, in 
an evil hour of de^ration, had joined the army, with 
a poef s temper thai made its hard colourless routine 
unendurable, and had beeu shot in the chest in a 
night-skirmish, 

^^Youwillnot bay them yonrself f" he asked, at 
length, the colour flushing his face; he would not 
have pressed the question to save his owu life from 
starving^ but L^on Bamon would have no chance of 
a fruit or a lump of ice to cool his parched lips and 
still his agonised retching, unless he himself could get 
money to buy those luxuries that aro too splendid and 
too merciful to be provided for a dying soldier, who 
knows so IhtJe of his duty to his country as to venture 
to die iu his bed. 

« Myself r' screeched the dealer, with a derisive 
laugh. ^ Ask me to give yon my whole stock nest, 
M. le Galomiti! Those trumperies will lie on hand 
for a year." 

Cedl went out of the place wx&out a w<wd ; his 
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thoughts were with Leon Kamon, and the insolence 
Bcarce touched him. How shall I get him the ioe I 
he wondered. God I if I had only one of the lumps 
that used to float in our claret-cup ! 

As he left the den, a military fairy, all gay with 
blue and crimson^ like the fuchsia bell ahe most xe- 
sembled, with a meerschaum in her scarlet Hps and 
a world of wrath in her bright black eyes, dashed 
past him into the darkness within^ and before the 
dealer knew or dreamt of her, tossed up the old man's 
little shrivelled frame like a slmttlecock, shook hiin. 
till he shook like custards, flung him upward and 
caught him as if he were the hoop in a game of La 
Grace, and set him down bruised, breathless, and 
terrified out of his wits. 

^ Ah, chcttc^ixm I " cried Cigarette, with a volley 
of slang, utterly untranslatable, ^'that is how you 
treat your betters^ is it ; Miser, monster, crocodile, 
serpent I Harpagou was an angel to you." (She 
knew Harpagon because some ol her Boumis chat* 
tered bits of Molidre.) ^ He wanted the money and 
you refused it ? Ah — ^h — ^h ! son of Satan ! you live 
on other men's miseries! Run after him — quick, 
and give him this, and this, and this, and this ; and 
say you were only in jest, and the things were worth 
a Sheik's ransom. Stay 1 you must not give him too 
much or he will know it is notyoti — viper 1 Kun quick, 
and breathe a word about me if you dare ; one whis- 
per only, and my Spahis shall cut your throat from 
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ear to ear. 0£^ I or you shall have a bullet to quicken 
ftms stqM } mifers dance wdl when piatola play the 

minuet!" 

With which exordium the httle Amie du Drn] n^au 
shook her calpdt at ewy epithet, emptied out a 
shower of gold and edhrer, just won at play, from the 
bosom of lier uniform, forced it into the dealer^s 
haadsy hurled him out of his own door^ and drew 
her pretty weapon with a daah from her sash. 

^ Bon for your life ! — and do just what I bid yon^ 
or a shot shall crash jour skull in as sure as my name 
IS Cigarette V 

The little old Jew flew as fast as his limbs would 
cany liim, clutching tlic coins in his horny hands, 
lie was terrified to a mortal anguish, and had not a> 
thonght of resisting or disobeying her ; he knew the 
fame of Cigarette-His who did not t Sjiew tiiat she 
would fire at a man as carelessly as at a cat, more 
carelessly in tmth^ for she favoured cats^ saving many 
£cmn going into the Zouaves' soup-caldzons^ and 
f avoiued civilians not at aU ; and knew that at her 
rallying-cry all the sabres about the town would be 
diawn without a second's deliberation^ and sheathed 
in anything or in anybody that had offended her, for 
Cigarette was, in her fashion, Generalissima of ail 
the Regiments ci Africa. 

The dealer ran with all the speed of terror, and 
overtook Cecil, who was going'slowly onward to the 
barracks* 

Are you seiioasV* he asked, in surprise at the 
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large iuuouut, as the little Jew panted out apolrtulesj 
entreaties, and pix)testations of his only liaviug been 
in jeat; and of bis f exrenily desiring to hay the camngB 
at liis own price, as he knew of a great oolkctor in 
Paris to whom he needed to send them. 

Serious I Indeed am I serions, M. le Cs^ral," 
pleaded the cnrioflity-tradery taming his head in 
agonised fear to see if the vivandiere's pistol was 
behind him, " The things will be worth a great deal 
to me where I shall send them^ and though they are 
bnt bagatelles, what is Paris itself bat one bagateQel 
Ponf I they are all childi'^n there, they will love 
the toys. Take the naoikey, 1 pray yon, take the 
money 

Cecil looked at him a moment ; he saw the man 
was in earnest, and thought but little of his repent- 
ance and trepidation, for &e citizens were all afraid 
of slighting or annoying a soldier. 

^ So be it. Thank you," he snid, as he stretched 
out his hand and took the coins, not without a keen 
pang of the old pride that wonld not wholly be stilled, 
yet gladly aske of tiie GhaBsenr dying yonder, 
growing delirious and wrenching the blood off his 
hmgs, in want of one touch of the ice that was spoiled 
by the ton weight to keep oool the wines and the 
fish of M. le Marquis de Chiteauroy. And he went 
onward to spend the gold his scnlptures had brought 
on some mdUow figs and sone cool golden grapes^ 
and some ioe-einlled wines tiiat shoold soothe a little 
of the pangs of dissolution, to his comrade, and bear 
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him back a momenl^ if only in some fleeting dieam^ 
to the yine shadows, and the tossing seas of com, and 

the laugliiiig sunlit sweetness, of his own fair country 
by the blue Biscayan waves. 

Yon did it f That is welL Now, see here— one 
word of me, now or ever after, and there is a little 
present that will come to jou, liot and quick, from 
Cigaiette^" said the little Friend of the Flag, with a 
sententious sternness^ that crushed each word deli- 
berately through her tight-set pearly teeth. The 
imhappy Jew shuddered and shut his eyes as she held 
a bullet close to his sights then dropped it with an 
ominous thnd in her pistol barrel. 

"Not a syllable, never a syllable," he stammered; 
^< and if Ihad known you were in love with him, ma 
heOe 

A box on the ears sent him aciu^ss his uwu 
counter. 

"In love! Parbleul I detest the fellow said 
Cigarette, with £ery scorn and as hot an oath. 

" Truly ? Then why give your Napoleons I 

began the braised and stammering Xsraehte. 

Cigarette tossed back her pretly head, that was 
curly and spirited and sliapely as any thorough-bred 
spaniel's ; a superb glance flashed from her eyes, a 
sup^b disdain sat on her lips* 

^ Ton are a Jew-trader ; you know nothing of our 
code under the tricolour. We — noKs autres soldats — 
are too proud not to aid even an enemy when he 
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is ill the right, and France always arms for 
Justice !'* 

With which magnificent peroration she swept all 
the carvings— they were rightfully hers — off the 

table. 

" They wiU light my cooking fire I" she said, con- 
temptaously, as she Tanlted lightly over the connter 

into the street, and pii-ouetted like a bit of iantoccini, 
that is wound up to waltz for ever, along the slope of 
the crowded Bahazonm. All made way for her, even 
the mighty Spahis and the trudging Bedouin mules, 
for all knew that if they did not she would make it 
for herself, over their heads or ahove their prostrated 
bodies. 

She whirled her way, like a ga}'-coloured top set 
hamming down a road, through the divei^s motley 
groups, singing at the top of her sweet mirthful voioe^ 
for she was angry with herself ; and, for that, sang the 
more loudly the most wicked and risque of her slang 
songs, that gaye th,e morals of a Messalina in the lan- 
guage of a fish-wife, and yet had an inalienable, mis- 
cliievous, contagious, dauntless French grace in it 
withal. Finally, she whirled herself into a dark de- 
serted Moiesoo archway, a little out of the town, and 
dropped on a stone blocl^ as a swallow, tired of flighty 
drops on to a bough. 

Is that the way I revenge myself f Ah, bah I I 
deserve to be killed I When he called me nnsexed — 
unsexed — ^unsexed and with each repetition of the 
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iafamous word, so bitter because vaguely admitted to 
be tme^ with her cheeks scariet and hesr €jes aflame, 
and her hands denchedy she flmig €fne of the i^ory 
wruatiis on to the pavement and stamjjed on it with 
her spurred heel until the carvings were ground into 
powdered fiagmeiitflHHstaiiiped, as tboogh it were a 
fiying foe, and her steel4)onxid foot were treading out 
all its life with burning hate and pitiless venom. 

In the act her passion eodiaaBted itself^ as the evil 
of sDch warm, impetoons, tender nstores will; alie 
was verv' still, and looked at the ruin she had done 
with regret and a touch of contrition. 

^It was yeary pBsttj— «id coat him weda ai 
labour, perhaps/' she thonght. 

Then she took aU the rest up, one by one, and gazed 
at theao. Things of beauty had hadbnt little phuse in 
her lawless yonng life ; what she thought beanttfol wan 
a regiment sweeping* out in full sunlight, witli its 
eagles, and its colouis, and its kettle-drums ; what she 
hM as mnaic was the beat ol the rMUc and the 
mighty roll of the great artillery ; whai made her poke 
throb and her heart leap was to see two iiae opposing 
forces draw near ifxt the oosknii^t and thundor of 
battle. Of things of grace she had no heed, though 
she had so much grace herself; and her life, though 
full of colour, pleasureiy and mischief, was as rough a 
one in most respects as any ol her comradea'* These 
delicate artistic carvings were a revelation to her. 

Here wa^ the slendar pliant spear of the river- 
leed; here the rich foliage of the wild tig-tree; 
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here tlie l^cautiful blossom of the oieaader; here 
fruit and flower^ and Tine4eafj and the pendulous 
ears of millet^ twined together in their ivory sem« 
blance till they seemed to grow beneath, her hands — 
and those little hands looked so brown and so powder- 
stained beside the pure snow-whiteness of the wreaths ! 
She touched them reverently one by one* ; all the 
carvings liad their beauty for her, but those of the 
flowers had far the most. She had never noted an j 
flowers in her life before, save those she strung together 
for the Zephyrs on the J our de Mazagran. Her youth 
was a military ballad, rhymed vivacionsly to the rhythm 
of the Pas de Charge ; but other or softer poetiy had 
never bv anv chance touched her until now. Now 
that in lier tiny, bronzed^ was-hardened pahns lay the 
white foliage^ the delicate art-tnflcs of tUi Ofaasasfiiry 
who bartered his talent to get a touch of ice for the 
bunnn ir lips of his doomed comrade, 

^^He is an arislocmt — ^he has such gifts as this — 
and yet he is in the ranks, has no e ouBtrjy is so poor 
that he is glad of a Jew's pittance, and must sell all 
this beauty to get a slice of mek)n for L^on Ba»K»i 1" 
flhethoufi^ wh&tke silvery mooa strayed in throu^ 
a broken arch, and fell on an ivory coil of twisted 
lentiseus leaves and river grasses. 

And, kst in a mosfaig pity^ G^orette forgot btr 
tow of vengeance* 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE lYOBT SQUADBONS* 

The Ohambr6e of the Chanenrs was bright and 
clean in the morning light ; but in common with all 
Algerian barrack-rooms as unlike the barrack-*room8 
of the ordinary amy as Cigarette, with her d^bon- 

naire de\ ilry, smoking on a gun-waggon, was un!ik(j 
a trim Normandy soubrette, sewing on a bench in 
the Taileries gardens* 

Disorder reigned supreme ; but Disorder, although 
a dishevelled goddess, is veiy often a picturesque one, 
and more of an artist than her better-trained sisters ; 
and the disorder was brightened with a thousand vivid 
colours and careless touches that Llent in confusjOii to 
enchant a painter's eyes. The room was crammed 
with every sort of spoil that the adventurous pillaging 
temper of the troopers could forage from Arab tents, 
or mountain cayes^ or river depths, or desert beasts and 

from] tigeiHskins to birds'-nestiG^ 
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from Bedouin weapons to ostrich-eggs, froDi a lion*s 
mighty coat to a tobacco-stopper chipped out of a 
moisel of deal, were piled together^ peU-meU, or 
hung against the whitewashed walls, or suspended by 
cords from bed to bed. E\ crything that ingenuity 
and hardihood, prompted by the sharp spnr of 
hunger, could wrest from the foe^ from lihe country, 
from earth or water, from wild beasts or riven rock, 
were here in the midst of the soldiers' regimental 
pallets and re^^ental arms, making the Ghambr^ 
at once atelier, storehouse, workshop, and bazaar; 
while the men, cross-legged on their little hard 
couches, worked away with the zest of those who 
work for the few coins that alone will get them the 
food, the draught of wine, the houi^s mirth and 
indulgence at the estaminet, to which they look 
across the long stem probation of discipline and 
manosuvre. 

SHU, grace, talent, invention whose mother was 
necessity, and invention that was the unforced 
offshoot of natural genius, were all at work; and the 
hands that could send the naked steel down at a Ijlovf 
through turban and through brain could shape, with 
a woman's ingenui^, with a craftsman skill, every 
quaint device and dainty bijou from stone and wood, 
and many-coloured feathers, and mountain berries, 
and all odds and ends that chance might bring to 
hand, and that the women of Bedouin tribes or the 
tourists of North Africa might hereafter buy with a 
wondrous tale appended to them, racy and mar- 
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vellous as the Bafir slang and the military imagina- 
tion ocmld wwe^ to eohftnee the toy^s valney and get 
a few ooihb more on them for iketr manuf aetme. 

Ignorance jostled art, and hizarrcrie ran hand in 
hand with talent, in all the products of the Ghasfieurs' 
extemponsed rtadio; hut noi^iere was there OTer 
clumsiness, and everywhere was there an industry, 
gi^, untiring, accustomed to make the best of the 
wcHSt; the worken laaglmig^ chattoin^ singings in 
all good-fe^lowdiip, whi]e the £ngers that ga,Te the 
deatli-tlirust held the carver*8 chisel, and the eyes 
that glared blood-red in the heat of battle twinkled 
miachievouflfy over the meerachftom howl^ in whoee 
gmmiiig form some great chief of tile Bmeaucratie 
had just been sculptured in audacious parody. 

In the midst sat Bake^ tattooing with an eaatem skill 
ihe skin of a great lion, that a year before he bad killed 
in single combat in the heart of Oran, having watclied 
for the beast twelve nights in vain, high perched on 
A leafy crest of rock, above a watercourse* While 
he worked, his tongae flew far and fast over the 
camp slang — ^the slangs of all nations came easy to 
him — in voluble conversation with the Chasseor next 
him, who was making a fan out of feathers that 
any Peeress might have signalled \. itli at the Opera. 
" Craclie-au-nes&-d*ia-Mort " was in high pojudaiity 
with Ins oomxades; and had said but the truth when 
he aarorred that he had never been so happy as under 
the tricolour. The officers pi*onounced him an in- 
curably audacious ^praiigu^;*^ he was always in 
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misdiief y aad the legimeiital rules be broke thcougib 
Vke a tenier iiiiongh a gattze net ; but the^ knew 

that when once the trumpets sounded Boot and 
Sftddie, this yellowrhaked. dare-devil of an English 
fellow would be worth a scoie ef more arderiy 
soldiers, and' ifaat wherever Ms adopted flag was 
carried^ there would he be, first and foremost, in 
eveiTifaiBg save retreat. The fiagliah serviee had 
failed to torn Bake to aooonnt; the French aernoe 
made no such uiistake, but knew that though this 
British bull-dog might set his teeth at the leash luid 
the iash, he would hold on like grim death in a fight, 
and live game io the last, if well handled. 

Apart, at the head of the Chambr^ sat Cecil. 
The banter, the eoogSi'the laughter, ihe choms of 
tongues, went on mislackened by his presence. He 
had cordial sympathies with the soldiers ; >Yith those 
men who had been his fellows in adversity and 
danger ; and m whom he had found, despite all thcar 
occasional ferocity and habitoal recklessness, traits 
and touches of the noblest instincts of humanity. 
His heart was .with them alwi^ as his pnrs^ and 
his wine, his bread were alike shared ever among 
them. He had learned to love them well — these wild 
wolf-dogs, wh^ fangs were so terrible to their foes, 
but whose tifyel -kovld still glisten at a kind word, and 
who would giTe'a gtaiincb''0delit7 unknown to tamer 
animals. 

lihing with Iton, one e^-'them in all their 'vicis- 
mtiudes, knowing all their -floes, hat knowing also 
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all their virtues, owing to them many an action of 
generous nobility, and watching them in many an 
hour when their galhint self-devotion and their 
loyal friendships went far to redeem their lawless 
robberies and their ruthless crimes, he understood 
them thoroiighly; and he oonld rule them more sorely 
in their tempestaoos evil, hecanse he comprehended 
them so well in their mirth and in their better moods. 
When the grade of som-offider gave him authority 
over them, they obeyed him implicitly because they 
knew that his sympathies were with them at all times, 
and that he would be the last to check their gaiety, 
or to punish their harmless indiscretions.- 

The warlike Koumis had always had a proud ten- 
derness for their Bel-a-faire-pem-, and a certain won- 
dering respect for him ; but they would not have 
adored him to a man, as they did, unless they had 
known that they might laugh without restraint before 
him, and conhde any dilemma to him sure of aid, if 
aid were in lus power* 

The laughter, the work, and the clatter of con- 
flictiun: tonfiTiies were at their liei";lit; Cecil sat, now 
listening, now losing himself in thought, while he 
gave the last touch to the carvings before him. 
They were a set of chessmen which it had taken 
him years to find materials for and to perfect ; the 
white men were in ivoiy, the black in walnut, and 
were two opposing squadrons of French troops and 
of mounted Arabs. ' Beautifully carved, with every 
detail of costume rigid to truth, they were his master- 
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piece, though they had only been taken up at any 
odd ten minutes that ^had happened to be unoccupied 
during the last three or four years. The chessmen 
had been about with him in so many places and 
under canvas so long, from the time that he chipped 
out their first Zouave pawn, as he lay in the broiling 
heat of Oran prostrate Ly a dry brook's stony channel, 
that he scarcely cared to part with them, and had 
refused to let Bake offer them for sale^ with all the 
rest of the carvings. Stooping over them, he did not 
notice the doors open at the end of the Chambree 
until a sudden silence that fell on the babble and 
uproar round him made him look up ; then he rose 
and gave the salute with the rest of his discomfited 
and awe-stiicken troopers. Chateam^oy with a brilliant 
party had entered* 

The Colonel flashed an eagle glance round. 
Fine discipline I You shall go and do this pretty 
work at Beylick 1 ** 

The soldiers stood like hounds that see the lash ; 
they knew that he was like enough to carry out his 
threat ; though they were doing no more than they 
had always tacit if not open permission to do. Cecil 
advanced, and fronted him. 

'*Mine is the blame^ mon Commandant /*' 

He spoke simply, gently, boldly; standing with 
the ceremony that he never forgot to show to their 
chkf, where the glow of African sunlight through the 
casement of the Chambree fell full across his face, 
and his eyes met the dark glance of the Black 

Toil. n. E 
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Hawk" iinfiiiicliingly. He never heeded that tliero 
was a gay^ varied^ numerous group behind Chateau- 
toy; Tiflitois who were lookmg over the barrack ; he 
only heeded that his soldien wero unjustly attacked 
and menaced. 

The Marquis gave a grim significant smiley that 
cut like so much cord of the scourge. 

^ Ca va san dire ! Wherever there is insubordina- 
tion in the regiment the blame is very certain to be 
yours t Corporal 6asto% if you allow your jChamMe 
to be turned into the riot of a public fair you will 
soon find yourself degraded from the rank you so 
signally conteive to di^race." 

The words were far kss than the tone they were 
spoken iu, that gave tliem all the insolence of so 
many blows, as he .swung on his heel and bent to the 
ladies of the party he escorted. Cecil stood mute ; 
bearing the rebuke as it became a Corporal to bear ^ 
his ComiiicUider s anger ; a very keen observer niiolit 
have seen that a faint flush rose over the sun-tan of 
his f ace^ and that his teeth clenched under his beard^ 
but he let no other sign escape him. 

T]ie \ ery self-restraint ii'ritated Ghateauroy, who 
would have been the first to chastise the presomptimi 
of a reply, had any been attwpted. 

Back to your place, sir I " he said, with a wave 
of his hand, as he might have waved back a cur. 
^ Teach your men the first formula of obedience at 
^ny rate ! *' 

Cecil fell back in silence. With a swift warning 
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glance at Bake, — ^whose mouth was working, and 
whose f ordiead was hot as fire, where he clenched his 
lion-skin, and longed to be once free, to pnll bis 
chief down as lions puU in the death-spring, — ^he went 
to his place at the farther end of the chamber and 
stood, keeping his eyes on the chess carvings, lest the 
control which was so bitter to retain should be broken 
if he looked on at the man who had been the curse 
and the antagonist of his '^liole hfe m Algeria. 

He saw nothing and heard almost as little of all 
that went on around him ; there had been a flutter 
of cloud-likc colour in l is siglit, a iaint dreamy fra- 
grance on the air, a sound of murmuring voices and 
of low laughter; he had known that some guests or 
friends of the Marquis's had come to view the bar- 
racks, but he never even glanced to see who or what 
they were. The passionate bittemess of just hatred, 
that he had to choke down as though it were the in- 
famous instinct of some nameless crime, was on him. 

The moments passed, tiie hum of the voices floated 
to his ear, the ladies of the party lingered by this 
soldier and by that, buying half the things in the 
chamber, filling their hands with all the quaint trifles, 
ordering the daggers and the flissas and the omar 
mented saddles and the desert skins to adorn their 
chateaux at home ; and raiiu down on the troopers 
a shower of uncounted Napoleons until the Chasseurs, 
who had began to think their trades would take them 
to Beylick, thought instead that they had drifted into 
dreams of El Dorado. He never looked up ; he heard 

k2 
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notliiiipf, heeded nothing ; he was dreamily wondering 
whether he should always be able so to hold his peace^ 
and to withhold his arm^ that he should never strike 
his tyrant down with one blow, in which all the 
opprobrium of years should be stamped out I A 
Yoice woke him from his reveiie. 

**Ar8 those beautiful carvinirs yours 

lie looked up, and in the gloom of the alcove 
where he stood, where the sun did not stray, and two 
great rags of various skinSi with some conquered 
banners of Bedouins, hung like abkck pall, he saw a 
woman's eyes resting on him ; proud, lustrous eyes, a 
little haughtji veiy thoughtful, yet soft withal, as the 
* deepest hue of deep waters. He bowed to her with 
the old grace of manner that had so amused and 
amazed the little vivandi^re. 

<^ Yes, Madam^ they are mine." 
Ah t—what wonderful sldll 1 

She took the White King, an Arab Slieik on his 
chaiger, in her hand, and turned to those about her, 
speaking of its beauties and its workmanship in a 
voice low, very melodious, ever so slightly languid, 
that fell on Cecil's ear like a chime ot long-forgotten 
music. Twelve years had drifted by since he had 
been in the presence of a high-bred woman, and those 
lingering, delicate tones had the note of hii> dead 
past. 

He looked at her; at the gleam of the biriUiant 
hair, at the arch of the proud brows, at the dreaming, 
imperial eyes; it was a face singularly dazzling, im- 
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pie^ssive^ and beautiful at all times ; most so of all in 
the duskj shadows of the waving desert banneiSi and 
the rough, rudey barbaric life of the Gaseme, where a 
fille de joie or a cantinni^re were all of her sex that 
was ever seen, and those — poor wretches ! — were har- 
dened| and bronzed^ and beaten, and brandy-steeped 
oat of all Hkeness to the fairness of women. 

" You have an exquisite art. They are for salet** 
she asked him : she spoke with the careless gracions , 
conrtesy of a grande dame to a Corporal of Chasseur^ 
looking little at him, much at the ivory ICings and 
their mimic hosts of Zouaves and Bedouins. 
They are at your service, Madame." 

^^And their pricet" She had been pnrchaaing 
lai'gely of the men on all sides as she had swept down 
the length of the Ghambree, and she drew out some 
French bank-4iotes as she spoke. Never had the bit- 
terness of poverty smitten him as it smote him now 
A\ hen this young patiician offered him her gold I 
Old habits vanquished ; he forgot who and where he 
now was ; he bowed as in other days he had used 
to bow in the circle of St. James's. 

Is — ^the honour of your acceptance^ if you wiU 
deign to give that." 

He forgot that he was not as he once had been. 
He forgot that he stood but as a private of the 
French Army before an aristocrate whose name he 
had never heard. 

She turned and looked at him, which she had 
never done before, so absorbed had she been in the 
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chessmen, and so little did a Chasseur of the ranks 

pass into her thoughts. There was an extreme of 
surprise, there \\as something of offence, and there 
was still more of coldness in her glance ; a proud, 
languid, astonished coldness of regard, though it 
softened slightly as she saw that he had spoken in 
all . courtesy of intent. 

She bent her graceful regal head. 

thank yon. Your verj^ clever work can of 
course only be mine by purchase." 

And with that she laid aside the White King 
among his little troop of ivory Arabs and floated 
onward vnih. her friends. CeciFa face paled slightly 
under the mellow tint left there by the desert sun 
and the desert wind ; he swept the chessmen into their 
walnut case and thrust them out of siMit uiidct Lis 
knapsack. Then lie stood motionless as a sentinel, 
with the great leopard skins and Bedouin banners 
behind him, castbg a gloom that the gold points on 
his harness could scarcely break in its licav\- shadow, 
and never moved till the echo of the voices, and the 
doud of the draperies, and the fragrance of perf mned 
laces, and the brilliancy of the staff officers' uniforms 
had passed away, and left the soldiers alone in their 
Chambiee. Those careless, cold words from a woman's 
lips had cut him dieeper than the matraque could haye 
cut him, though it had bruised his loius and lai>hed his 
breast ; they sliowed all ho }\?A lo.st. 

What a fool I am still I " he thought, as he made 
his way out of the barrack-nx)m. mi^t haye 



Digitized by 



THE lyOBT BQVADWSfS. 135 



f aidy f orf^tten tlus time that I ever bad tbe rights 

of a gentleman." 

So the carvings had w<m him one warm heart and 
one keen pang that day; — ^the vivandi^re forgave, the 
aristocrat stung him, by means of those snowy, fragile, 
artistic toys that he had shaped in lonely nights under 
canvas by ruddy picket-fires^ beneath the shade of 
wild fig-trees, and in the stir and cokmr of Bedouin 
encampments. 

I must ask to be ordered out of the city/' he 
thought, as he pushed his way through the crowds of 
soldiers and civilians. ^ Here, I get bitter, restless, 
impatient; here, the past is always touching me on 
the shoulder; here^ I shall soon grow to regret, and 
to chafe, and to look back like any pining woman. 
Oat yonder there, with no cares to think of but my 
horse and my troop, I am a soldier — ^and nothing else : 
80 best. I shall be nothing else as long as I live. 
Pardieu, though! I don't know what one wants 
better : it is a good life, as life goes. One must not 
turn compliments to great ladies^ that is all; — not 
much of a depriyation there. The chessmen are the 
better for that ; her Maltese doi]; Avonld have broken 
them all the first time it upset their table ! " 

He laughed a little as he went on smoking his bride' 
^itetde, the old curelessness, mutability, and indolent 
philosopiiies were with him still, and were still inclined 
to thrust aws^ and glide from all pain as it arose. 
Though mudi of gravity and of thoughtf ulness had 
stolen on liiiii, much of insouciance remained; and 
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there were times when there was not a more reckless 
or a more nonchalant Hon m all the battaHons than 
Bel-k-faire-peur." Under his gentleness there was 
wild blood " in him still, and the wildness was not 
tamed by the fiery chanipagne-draught of the periloosy 
adventurous years he spent. 

"I wonder if I shall never teach the Black Hawk 
that he may strike his beak in once too far t " he pon- 
dered, with a sndden darker, grayer touch of musing; 
and involuntarily he stretched his arm out, and looked 
at the wrist| supple as Damascus steeli and at the 
muscles that wexe traced beneath the skin, as he 
thrust the sleeve u]), clear, finn, and sinewy as any 
athlete's. He doubted his continence there, fast rein 
as he held all rebellion in, close shield as he bound 
to him against his own passions in the breastpkte of 
a soldier's first dutv — obedience. 

He shook the thought off him as he would have 
shaken a snake* It had a terrible temptation — a 
temptation which he knew might any day ovcnn ister 
liim ; and Cecily mIid all through his life had certain 
inborn instincts of hononr^ which senred him better 
than most codes or creeds senred their professors, was . 
resolute to follow the military religion of obedience 
enjoined in the Sendee that had leoeiyed him at his 
needs, and to give no precedent in his own person 
that could be fraught with dangerous, rebellious allure- 
ment for the untamed, chafing, red-hot spirits of his 
conuradeSy for whom he knew insubordination would 
be ruin and death — whose one chance of reward, of 
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success, and of a liiglier ambition, lay in their implicit 
subordination to their chiefs, and their continuous 
resistance of eYeiy TebeUious impulse. 

Cecal had always thought very little of himself. 

In his most brilliant and pampered days lie had 
always considered in his own heart that he was a 
graceless f ellow, not worth his salty and had occasion- 
ally wondered, in a listless sort of way, why so useless 
fi bagatelle a la mode as his own life was had ever been 
created. He thougiit much the same now ; but fol- 
lowing his natural instincts, which were always the 
instincts of a gentleman, and of a generous temper, 
he did, unconsciously, make his life of much yalue 
among its present comrades. 

His influCTce had done more to humanise the 
men he was associated with than any preachers or 
teachers could have done. The most savage and 
obscene brute in the ranks with him caught some- 
thing gentler and better from the aristocrat.^ ffis 
refined habits, his serene temper, his kindly forbear- 
ance, his high instinctive honour, made themselyes 
felt imperc^tibly, but surely; they knew that he 
was as fearless in w ar^ as eager for danger as them- 
selves, they knew that he was no saint, but loved the 
.smile of women's eyes, the flush of wines, and the ex- 
citation of gaming hazards as well as they did ; and 
hence his influence had a weight that probably a more 
stricily virtuous man's would have strained for, and 
missed, for ever. The coarsest ruffian felt ashamed 
to make an utter beast of himself before the cahn 



Digitized by Google 



138 



OTDEE TWO FLAGS. 



eyes of the patrician. Tlie most lawless pratique 
felt a lie halt on his lips when the contemptaons 
glance of his gentleman-oomrade taught him that 
falsehood was poltroonery. Blasphemous tonsrues 
learnt to reign in their filthiiiess when this ''beau 
Um'* sauntered ^miy from the picket-fir^ on an icy 
nighty to he ont of hearing of their witless ohsoenities. 
More than once tlic woiglit of liis aim and the slash 
of his sahre had called them to account in fiery fashion 
for their brutality to women or their thefts from the 
country people, till they grew aware that ^^Bel-A- 
f aire-peur " would risk having all their s\^ ords buried 
in him rather than stand by to see injustice done. 

And throughout his corps men became unconsci- 
ously gentler, jester, with ii liner sense of ri^iit and 
wi-on and less bestial modes of pleasure^ of speech, 
and of habit, because he was among them* Moreover, 
the keen-eyed desperadoes who made up the chief sum 
of his comrades saw that he gave un(j[uestioning respect 
to a chief who made his life a hell; and rendered 
unquestioning submission under affronts, tyrannies^ 
and insults, which, as tliey also saw^ stung him to the 
quick, and tortured him as no physical torture would 
hare done — ^and the sight was not without a strong 
^ect for good on them. Tliey could tell that he suf- 
fered under these as they never suffered themselves, yet 
he bore them and did his duty with a self-control and 
patience they Had neyer attained. 

Almost insensibly they grew ashamed to be beaten 
by him, and strove to grow like him as far as they 
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could. Tlicj never knew him drunk, they never heard 
him swear, they never found him unjust, even to a 
poTerty-stricken indiq^ne, or brutal, even to a Jilk de 
joie. Insensibly his presence humanised them. Of 
a surety, the last part Bertie dreamed of playing was 
that of a teacher to any mortal thing. Yet — here in 
Africa — it might reasonably be questioned if a second 
Augustine or Fran^.ois Xavicr would ever have done 
half the good among the devii-may-care Komnis that 
was wrought by the dauntless, listless, reckless soldier^ 
who followed instinctively the one religion which has 
no cant in its brave simple creed, and binds man to 
man in links that are true as steel — the reli^on of a 
gallant gentleman's loyalty and honour* 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

CIGAB£IX£ EN GONSEIL £1 CACH£TXi!:« 

^< Corporal YiOTOB, M. le Commandant denies 
yon to present yoniself at his eampagm to-night, at 

ten precisely, with all your carvings ; — above all, with 
the chessmen.'* 

The swift sharp voice of a young officer of his 
regiment wakened Cecil from his musing, as he went 
on his w^ay down the crowded, tortuous, stifling 
street He had scarcely time to catch the sense of 
the words, and to halt, ^ving the salute, before the 
Cli i^si ut's skittish little Barbary mare had galloped 
.past liim, scattering the people right and left, 
knocking oyer a sweetmeat-seller, upsetting a string 
of maize-laden mules, jostling a yenerable marabout 
on to an impudent little grisette, and laming an old 
Moor as he tottered to his mosqne, without any 
apology for any of the mischief, in the customary 
insolence, which makes "Roumis" and "Biureau- 
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cratie'' alike execrated by the indigenous populace 
with a detestation that the questionable benefits of 
civilised importations can do -very little to connter- 
balance in the fiery breasts of the sons of the soil, 

Cecil inyolnntarilj stood still. His face darkened. 
All orders that touched on the service, even where 
harshest and most unwelcome, lie had taught himself 
to take without any hesitation, till he now scarcely 
felt the check of the steel cnrb ; but to be ordered 
thus like a lackej-^to take his wares thus like a 
hawker I 

Ah ma cantehe I We are soldiers, not traders— 
arenHwe? Yon don't like that^M. Victor! You are 
no pedlar— eh? And you think you would rather 
risk being court-martialled and shot, than take your 
ivory toys for the Black Hawk's talons 

Cecil glanced up in astonishment at the divination 
and translation of his thoughts, to encounter the 
bright falcon eyes of Cigarette looking down on him 
from a Htde oval casement above, dark as pitch 
within, and whose embrasure, with its rim of grey 
stone coping, set off like a picure-frame, with a heavy 
background of unglazed Kembrandt shadow, the 
piquant head of the Friend of the Flag, with her 
pouting, scarlet, mocking lips, and her mischievous 
challen^g smile, and her dainty little gold-banded 
foraging-cap set on curls as silken and jetty as any 
black Irish setter's. 

" Bon jouTy ma belle ! " he answered, with a little 
weariness, lifting his fez to her with a certain sense 
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of annoyance, that tliis young bolienaun of the bar- 
racksy this cliild with her slang and her satire^ should 
alwayB be in hk mj like a shadow* 
. ^Bm jouvj mm hrmel^ retarned Cigarette, con- 
temptuously. "We are not so ceremonious iis all 
that, in Algiers ! Good fellow, you should be a cham- 
berlain, not a corporal. What £ne manners^ men 
Dieu!" 

She was incensed, and pii^ued^ and provoked. She 
had been ready to forgive him because he carved so 
wonderfully, and sold the carvings for his comrade at 
tlic hospital ; slie was holding out the olive-branch 
after her own petulant f ashiou ; and she thought^ if he 
had had any grace in him^ he would have responded 
with some such florid compliment as those for which 
she was accustomed to box the ears of her adinii'ers, 
and would have swung himself up to the copings to 
tonchy or at least try to touch, those sweet, fresh, 
crimson lips of hers, that were like a half-opened 
damask rose. Modesty is apt to go to the wall in 
campi^ and poor little Cigarette's notions of the great 
passion were very simple, rudimentary, and, certes, 
iii no way coy. How should they be ? She had tossed 
about with the army, like one of the tassels to their 
. standards, blowing whichever way the breath of war 
floated her, and had experienced, or thought she had 
experienced, as many affaires as the veiiest Don 
Juan among them, though her heart had never been 
much concerned in them, but had beaten scarce a 
shade quickei', if a lunge in a duel, or a biiut iiom an 
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Indi|]r^ne; had pcfUBoed off mth Iter hm ol the hoiir 

to Hades. 

^^Fine manners 1" echoed Cecily with a smile: 
^my poor child, have you been so buffeted about 

that you liuve never been treated with commonest 
courtesy 

^< WhewT cried the little lady, blowing a puff of 
smoke down on him. '^None of your pity for me^ 

my cirdevculi / liuifeted about 1 Nbm du (liable ! do 
you suppose anybody ever did anything with me that 
I didn't choose! If you had aa ninch power as I 
have in the army, Chiteauroy wonld not send for you 
to sell your toys like a pedlar. You are a slave ! I 
am a sovereign r' 

With which she tossed back her graoef nl, spirited 
head, as thou«^li the gold band of her cap were the 
gold band of a diadem. She was very proud of her 
station in the Army of Africa, and glorified her privi- 
leges with all a child's Tsnity. 

He listened, amused with lier boastiui supremacy ; 
but the last words touched him with a certain pang 
just in that moment. He felt like a slave— a slave 
who must vhcy his tyrant, or go out and die like 
a dog. 

^^Wdly yes/* he said, slowly, am a slave, I 
fear. I wish a Bedouin flissa would cut my thralls 
in two." 

He spoke jestingly, but there was a tinge of sadness 
in the words that touched Oigarette's changeful 

temper to contrition, and filled her with the same 
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compassion and wonder at liini tliat she had felt 
when the ivoxy wreaths and cmcifixes had laid in her 
hands. She knew she had heen nngenerou» — a crime 

dark as night in the sight of the little chivalrous 
soldier. 

^ lUnsI** she said, softly and wayward! winding 

her way aright with that penetration and tact which, 
however unsexed in other things, Cigarette had kept 
thoionghly feminine. That was but an idle word of 
mine : forgive it, and forget it. Yon are not a slave 
when you fight in the fantasias. Morbleu I they say to 
see you kill a man is beautif ul — so workmanlike 1 And 
you would go oat and be shot to-morrow, rather than 
sell your honour, or stain it— eh? Bahl while you 
know they should cut your heart out rather than 
make you tell a lie^ or betray a conurade, you are no 
slave, my galomd; you have the best freedom of all. 
Take a glass of champagne f Prut-tut I how you 
look I Oh, the demoiselles with the silver necks are 
not barrack drink, of course ; but I drink champagne 
always myself. This is M. le Prince's. He knows I 
only take the best brands.*' 

With which Cigarette, leaning down from her case- 
ment, whose sill was about a foot above his head, 
tendered her peace-offering in a bottle of Cliquot, 
three of which, packed in her knapsack, she had car- 
ried off from the luncheon-table of a Russian Prince 
who was touring through Algiers, and who had half 
lost his Grand Ducal head after tlie bewitching^ 



Digitized by Google 



CIGAB£TT£ £N CO^SML BT OAOHETXE. 145 

dauntless^ capiidonsy nnattachabl^ unpurchasable^ and 
coquettish little fire-eater of the Spaliis, who treated 

liim with infinitely more insolence and indiQorence 
than she would show to some battered old veteran, or 
some wom-oQt old dog^ who had passed through the 
great Kabmla raids and battles. 

"You will go to your Colonel's to-night she 
said^ questioningtyj as he drank the champagne, and 
thanked her — ^for he saw the spirit in which the gift 
was tLiidered — as lie leaned against the half-ruined 
Moorish wall, with its blue and white striped awning 
spread over both their heads in the little street, whose 
crowds, chatter, thousand eyes, and incessant traffic 
no way troubled Cigarette, who had talked argot to 
monarchs nndaunted, and who had been one of the 
chief sights in a hundred grand reviews ever since she 
liad been perched on li gun-carriage at five years old, 
and paraded with a troop of horse artillery in the 
Champ de Mars, as*having gone through the whole of 
Bugeaud's campaign, at which parade, by the way, 
being tendered sweetmeats by a famous General's wife, 
Cigarette had made the immortal reply, in lisping 
sabir : Madame^ mes bonbons sont des bonleta ! ^ 

She repeated her question imperiously, as Cecil 
kept silent: You will go to-night?" 

He shrugged his ahoidders. He did not care to 
discuss his Colonel's orders with this pretty little 
Bacchante. 

" Oh, a chiefs command, you know—** 

YOIi. XL L 



Uiyitized by Google 



i46 XJNDEE TWO FLAGS. 

fico for a chief!" retorted Cigarette, impa- 
tieiitlj. ^ Why ikai't you say the truth? Yoa are 
thinkuig you will disobey, and risk the rest ! " 

^'Well, why not? I grant his right in barrack 
and field ; but " 

He spoke rather to hunself than heiy and his 
thoughts, as he spoke, went back to the scene of the 
morning. He felt, with a ronuintic impnlsc tliat he 
smiled at even as it passed over him, that he would 
rather hare half a dozen muskets fired at him in the 
death-sentence of a mutineer, than meet again the 
glance of those proud azure eyes sweep over him, in 
their calm indifference to a private of Ghassenrsi their 
calm ignorance that he could be wounded or be 
stung. 

But i " ecliocd Cigarette, leaning out of her oval 
hole, perched in the quaint, grey, Moresco wall, parti- 
coloured with broken encaustics of yaried hues. 

Chut, bon camerade ! that little word has been the 
undoing of tlie world ever since the world began. 
'But^ is a blank cartridge, and never did anything 
but miss fire yet. Shoot dead, or don't aim at all, 
whichever you like ; but never make a coup inauqua 
with ^but'I So you won't obey Gh4teauroy in 
thist" 

He was silent again, lie ^\ oiild not answer falsely, 
and he did not care to say his thouglits to her. 

^ <No,' " pursued Cigarette, translating his silence 
at her fancy, " you say to yourself ; ^ I am an aiisto- 
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crat : I nvill not be ordered in this things* — yoa say. 
'I am a good soldier: I will not be sent for like a 

hawker,' — you say. ' I was noble once : I will 
show my blood at la^ if I die.' Ah ! — yod say 

He laughed a little as lie looked np at licr. 
Not exactly that ; but something as foolish, per- 
haps. Are you a witch, my pretty one ^ " 
Whoever doubted it, except you? 

She looked one, in truth, whom few men could 
resist, bending to him out of her owl's nest, with the 
flash of the sun under the blue awning brightly 
catching the sunny brown of her soft cheek and the 
cherry bloom of her lips, arched, pouting, and co- 
quette. She set her teeth sharply, and muttered a 
hot, heavy saeri^ or even something worse^ as she saw 
that his eyes had not even remained on her, but were 
thoughtfully looking down the chequered hght and 
colour of the street. She was passionate, ^e was 
vain, she was wayward, she was flerce as a little velvet 
leopard, as a handsome, brilliant plumaged hawk ; she 
had all the faults, as she had all the virtues, of the 
thorough Celtic race ; and, for the moment, she had 
an iiistliK't, i\vryj ruthless, and full of hate, to draw 
the pistol out of her belt, and teach him with a shot, 
crash through heart or brain, that girls who were 

unsezed'' could keep enough of the woman in them 
not to be neglected with impunity, and could lose 
enough of it to be able to avenge the negligence by a 

l2 



Digitized by Google 



148 UNDER TWO FLAGS. 

suiimiaiy vendetta. But she was a haughty little 
condotti^ in her fashion. She would not ask for 
what was not oSeted her, nor give a rebuke that 
miglit be traced to mortification. She only set her 
two rosebud iips in as firm a line of ^^Tatli and .^curu 
as ever Cssai^s or Napoldon's moulded themselves 
into, and spoke in the curt, imperious, generalissimo 
fasliion with which Cigarette before now liad rallied 
a demoralised troop, reeling drunk and mad, away 
from a razzia. 

" I am a mtch ? That is, I can put two and two 
together, and read men, though I don't read the 
alphabet. Well, one reading is a good deal rarer 
than the other. So you mean to disobey the Hawk 
to-night? I like you for that. But listen here — did 
you ever hear them talk of Alar^uise f " 

«No." 

"Parbleul'* swore ihe vivandi^re in her wrath, 
you look on at a bamboula as if it were only a bear- 
cub dancings and can only give one 'yes' and ^no,* 
as if one were a dnmunex^oy. BoH ! are those your 

Paris courtesies ? " 

" Forgive me, ma belle ! I thought you called your- 
self our comrade, and would have no ' fine manners !' 
There is no knowing how to please you.'* 

He might have pleased her, simply and easily 
enough, if he had only looked up with a shade of 
interest to lliat most pictmresque picture^ bright as a 
pastel portrait that was hung above him in the old 
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tumble-down ^Moorish stonework. But his tliouglits 
were with other things ; and a loye scene with this 
fantastic joung Amazon did not attract him. The 
warm, ripe, mellow, little wjiyside-clierr}' hung di- 
rectly in his path, with the sun on its bloom, and 
the free wind tossing it merrily ; but it had no charm 
for him. He was musing rather on that costly, 
delicate, Lrilliant-lmed, liotliouse blossom, that could 
only be reached down by some rich man's hand, and 
grew afar on heights where neyer winter chills^ nor 
summer tan, could come too rudely on it. 

" Come, tell me, what is Marquise ? — a kitten ? '* 
he went on^ leaning his arm still on the sill of her 
emWre, and willing to coax her ont of her anger. 

A kitten I " echoed Cigarette, contemptuously. 
" You think me a child, I suppose ? " 

" Surely you are not far off it I " ^ 

^ Mon Dieu I why, / was neyer a child in my life," 
retorted Cigarette, w^axing sunny-tempered and con- 
fidential again, while she perched herself, like some 
gay-feathered mocking-bird on a branch, on the 
window-sill itself. " When I was two, I used to be 
beaten, like a Turco that pawns his musket ; when I 
was three, I nsed to scrape up the cigar-ends the 
officers dropped about, to sell them again for a bit of 
black bread; when 1 was four, I knew all about 
Philippe Durron's escape from Beylick, and bit my 
tongue through, to say nothing, when my mother 
flogged me wiiii a tringlo's mule-wliip because I 
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would not tell, that she might tell a^aiii at the 
Bureau, and get the reward. A child 1 — diantre ! 
before I was two fleet high I had winged mj fint 
Afhu He stole a rabbit I was roastiiig. Presto! 

how quick lie dropped it when my ball broke his wrist 
like a twig.*' 

^d the Friend of the Flag langhed gaily at the 
reec^ection, as at the best piece of mirth with which 

memory could furnish lier. 
^ Bat you Baked, about Marqnise I Well, he was 
. what you are, a hsmk among cBm<m crows, a gentle- 
man in the ranks. Dieu ! how handsome he was ! 
Nobody ever knew his real name, but they thought 
he was of Austrian breed^ and we called him Mar- 
quise becanse he was so womanish white in his skin 
and so dainty in all his ways. Just like you ! !Mar- 
quisc could fight, fight like a hundred devils; and 
— pouf !—>-how proud he was;^very much like you 
altogether ! Now, one day something went wTong in 
the exercise-ground. Marquise was not to blame, 
but they thought he was; and an adjutant struck 
him — flick, flack, like tiiat — across the face with 
a riding-switcli. Marquise had his bayonet fixed — he 
belonged to the Zouaves — ^and before we knew what 
was up, crash the blade went through — ^through the 
breast-bone, and out at the spine — and the adjutant 
fell as dead as a cat, with the blood spouting out like 
'ft fountain. ^ I come of a great race^ that never took 
insult without giving back death/ was all that Mar* 
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qnise said when they seized hin^ and brought him to 

juclguient : and he would never say of what race 
that was. Tliej shot him — ah, bah I discipline must 
be kept — and I saw him vnik five great wounda in 
his chesty and his beantifal golden hair all soiled with 
the sand and tlic powtk-r, lying tLcic by the open 
grave, that they threw him into as if he were o&sl i 
and we never knew more of him than that." 

Cigarette's radiant laugh had died, and her care^ 
less voice had sunk, over the latter words. As the 
little vivacious brunette told the tale of a nameless 
life, it took its eloquence from her, sunple and brief 
as her speech was, and it owned a deeper pathos 
because the reckless young Bacchante of the As de 
Pique grew grave <«e moment whUe she told it. 
Then, grave still, she leaned her. brown bright face 
nearer down from her oval hole in the wall. 

*'Now," she whispered very low, "if you mutiny 
once they will shoot you just like Marquise, and you 
will die jnst as silent, like him." 

Well," he answered her slowly, ^* why not ? Death 
is no great terror; I risk it every day for the sake of 
a common soldier's rations, why should I not chance 
it fur the sake and in the defence of mv honour ? " 

" Bah ! men sell their honour for their daily bread 
all the world over I *' said Cigarette, with the satire 
that had treble raciness from the slang in which she 
clothed it. "But it is not you alone. See here—^one 
example set on your part, and half your regiment will 
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mutiny too. It is bitter work to obey the Black 
Hawk^ and if yon give the signal of revolt, three 

parts of your comrades will join you. Now what 
will that end in, beau lion — eli I ** 
" Tell me; yon are a soldier yonrself^ you say," 
"Yes! I am a soldier said Cigarette, between 
her tight-set teeth, wliile her eyes lightened, and her 
voice sank do\NTi into a whisper, that had a certain 
terrible meaning in it, like the first dropping of the 
scattered opening shots in the distance before a great 
battle couiniences ; and I have seen war, not holiday 
war — ^but war in earnest — ^war when men fall like 
hailstones, and tear like tigers, and choke like mad 
dogs witli their tliroats Ml of blood and sand ; when 
the gun-carriage wheels go crash over the wi-i thing 
limbs^ and the horses charge full gallop over the living 
faces, and the hoofs beat out the brains before death 
has stunned them senseless. Oh yes ! I am a soldier, 
and I will tell you one thing I have seen. I have 
seen soldiers mutiny, a squadron of them, because 
they hated tlicir chief and loved two of their sous- 
officiers ; and I have seen the end of it all — a few 
hundred men, blind and drunk with despaur, at bay 
against as many thousands, and walled in with four 
lines of steel and artillery, and fired on from a score 
of cannon-mouths — volley on volley like the thunder 
— till not cue living man was lef t, and there was only 
a shapeless heaving moaning mass, with the black 
smoke over all. That is what I have seen ; you will 
not make me see it againf 
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Her face was rery earnest, very eloquent^ very 
dark and tender with thought ; there was a vein of 

grave, even of intense feeling, that ran tlirough the 
significant words to w hich tone and accent lent far 
more meaning than lay in their mere phrases; the 
little hohemian lost her insolence when she pleaded 
for her " children," her comrades; and the mis- 
chievous pet of the camp never treated lightly what 
touched the France that she loved, the France that 
alone of all things in htjr careless life she held in 
honour and reverence. 

You will not make me see it again I " she said^ 
once more leaning out, with her eyes that were like a 
brown brook sparkling deep yet bright in the sun, 
fixed on him. ^^They would rise at your bidding, 
and they would be mowed down like com. You will 
not?" 

" Never 1 I give you. my word.'* 

The promise was from his heart. He would have 
endured any indignity, any outrage, rather than have 
drawn into ruin, through him, the fiery, fearless, un- 
tutored lives of the men, who marched and slept and 
rode and fought, and lay in the light of the picket- 
fires, and swept down through the hot sand storms on 
to the desert foe by his side. Cigarette stretched out 
her hand to him — ^that tiny brown hand, which, small 
though it was, had looked so burnt and so hard beside 
the delicate, fairy, ivory carvings of his workniansliip 
— stretched it out with a f ran^ winning, childlike, 
soldierlike grace. 
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" Ce$t fa, tn es ben toldat I " 

He Ijcut over the liaiid she held to liis in the cour- 
tesy natural with him to all her sex^ and touched it 
lightly with hb Hps. 

Thank yon, my liMe comrade,*' he sdd, simply, 
with the graver thought still on him that her relation 
and her entreaty had e¥oked| you have given me a 
lesson that I shall not be quick to forget." 

Cigarette was the wildest little bacchanal that ever 
pirouetted for the delight of half a score of soldiers 
in theur shirt-sleeves and half dmnk; she was the 
most reckless coquette that ever made the roll-call 
of her lovers range from prince-marshals to ploughboy 
conscripts ; she had flirted as far and wide as a bat- 
terfiy flirts with the blossoms it flutters on to through 
the range of a summer-day ; shfe took kisses, if the 
giver of them were liandsome, as readily as a child 
takes sweetmeats at Mardi Gras; and of feminine 
honour, feminine scruples, feminine delicacy, knew 
nothing, save by such vciy dim fragmentary instincts 
as nature still planted in scant growth amidst the rank 
soil and the pestilent atmosphjBre of camp-life. Her 
eyes had never sunk, her face had never flushed^ her 
heart had never panted, for the boldest or the wildest 
wooer of them all^ from M. le Due's Lauzun-esque 
blandishments^ to Pouffer-de-Bire's or MIou-IkGou's 
rough overtures ; slic iuul tlie coquetry of liur nation 
vnth. the audacity of a boy. Now only, for the first 
time, Cigarette coloured hotly at the grave, graoefnl, 



Digitized by Google 



« OIOABIBTTS EN CONSEIL ET CACHETTE. 155 

distant saluta, so cold, and so courteous, whicb was 

offered her in lien of tlie rude and boisterous famili- 
arities to which she was accustomed; and drew her 
hand away with what was, to the shame of her sol- 
dierly hardihood and her barrack tutelage, very nearly 
akin to an impulse of shyness. 

^'Uame I Ne me donnez de la gahatine !* I am not 
a conrt lady, hon-sig!^ she cned, hastily, almost 
petulantly, to cover the unwonted and unwelcome 
weakness ; wliile, to make good the declaration and 
revindicate her military renown, she balanced herself 
lightly on the stone ledge of her oyal hole and sprang 
with a young wild-cat's easy vaulting leap over his 
head and over the heads of the people beneath, on to 
the ledge of the house opposite, a low-built wine-shop, 
whose upper story nearly touched the leaning \valls 
of the old Moorish buildings in which she had been 
perched. The crowd in the street below looked up 
amazed and aghast at that bound from casement to 
casement as she flew over their heads like a bluc-aiid- 
scarlet-wiuged bird of Oran; but they laughed as 
they saw who it was. 

*^It is Cigarette I" growled a Turco Indigene. 
" Ah-ah ! the devil, for a certainty, must have been 
her father ! 

" To be sure I " cried the Friend of the Flag, look- 
ing from lier elevation ; " he is a very good father, 
too, and I don't tease him like his sons the priests I 

* "Stuff! DoB^thiimlnigmer 
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But I have told him to take you^ Ben Arsh*, the next 
time you are stripping^ a dead body ; so look out ; he 
won't have to wait long.'' 

The discomfited Indigene hustled his way with 
many an oath throiigli the laughing crowd ns hest 
he might, and Cigarette, with an airy pirouette on 
the wine-shop's roof that would have done honour to 
any opera hoards, and was executed as carelessly, 
twenty feet above earth, as if she had been a pjinto- 
mime-dancer all her days, let herself down by the 
awning, hand over hand like a little mcmse from the 
harbour, jumped on to a forage-waggon that was 
just passing full trot down the street, and disap- 
peared, standing on the piles of hay, and singing to 
the driving tringM unutterable delight the stanzas of 
Beran gar's Infidelitts de Lisetie;* her lithe slender 
miniature form, with its flash of gold on the breast, 
and its strip of rich scarlet in the fluttering sash, rising 
out against the blue and burning sky, the glare of the 
white walls, and the dusky glow and movement of the 
ebbing and flowmg crowd. 

Cecil looked after her with a certain touch of pity 
for her in him. 

" What a gallant boy is spoilt in that little Amazon ! " 
he thought ; the quick flush of her f ace^ the quick 
withdrawal of her hand he had not noticed ; she had 
not much interest for him — scarcely any, indeed — save 
that he saw she was pretty, with a mignonne mis- 
diievous face, that all the sun-tan of Africa and all 
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the wild life of the Caserne could not harden or de- 
base. But he was sorry a child so bright and so 

brave should be turned into three parts a trooper as 
she was, should have been tossed up on the scum and 
filth of the lowest barrack-lif e^ and should be doomed 
in a few years' time to become the yeDow, battered, 
foul-mouthed, vulture-eyed camp-follower that pre- 
mature old age would surely render the darling of 
the tricolour, the pythoness of the As de Pique. 

Cigarette was makiiirr scorn of her doom of Sex, 
dancing it down, drinking it down, laughing it down, 
burning it out in tobacco fumes, drowning it in 
tumbling cascades of wine, trampling it to dust under 
the cancan by her little brass-bound boots, mocking 
it away with her slang jests and her Theresa songs, 
and her devil-may-care audacities, till therevwas scarce 
a trace of it left in this prettiest and wildest little 
scamp of ail the Army of Africa. But strive to kill it 
how she would, her sex would have its revenge one 
day and play Nemesis to her. 

She was bewitching now ; bewitching, though she 
had no witcheiy for him, in her youth. But when 
the bloom should leave her brown cheeks, and the 
laughter die out of her lightning glance, the womaii- 
iiood she had defied would assert itself, and avenge 
itself, and be hideous in the sight of the men who 
now loved the tinkling of those little spurred feet, 
and shouted with applause to hear the reckless bar- 
rack-blasphemies ring their mirth from that fresh 
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mouth wbich was now liSse a bud from a damask rose- 
bianch, though even now it steeped itself in wine, 

and sullied itself with oaths and seared itself with 
smoke^ and had never h&m touched from its infancy 
with any kiss that was innocent^ not even with its 
mother^s. 

And there was a deep tinge of pity for her in 
Gecil^s thoughts as he watched her out of sight, and 
then strolled across to the cafe o|)posite to finish his 
cigar beneath its orange-striped awning. The child 
had been flung upward, a little straw floating in the 
gutter of Paris iniquities ; a little foam-beli bubbling 
on the sewer waters of bairack-'vice ; the stick had 
been her teacher^ the baggage- waggon her cradle, 
the camp*dogs her playfellows, the caserne oaths her 
lullaby, th^ guidons her sole guidin^tars, the razzia 
her sole fete-daj : it was little marvel that the briirht, 
bold, insolent little Friend of the Flag had nothing 
left of her sex save a kitten's mischief and a coquette's 
archness* It said much rather for tiie straight fair 
sunlit instincts of the untaught nature, that Ciga- 
rette had gleaned, even out of such a lif e^ two virtues 
that she wonld have held by to the death, if itried ; a 
trutlifuhiess that would have scorned a lie as only fit 
for cowards, and a loyalty that cleaved to France as 
a religion, 

Cecil thonght that a gallant boy was spoiled in this 
eighteen-year-old brunette of a campaigner; he might 
have gone f urtheT; and said that a hero was lost. 
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^ Ycul&r' said Cigarette between her Httle teeth. 

She stood m the glittering Algeiine niglit, brilliant 
witli a miiiion stai's, aud balmy with a million flowers, 
before the bronze trellised gate of the villa on the 
Sahel, where Ghftteanrqy when he was not on active 
service — wliicli chanced rarely, for he was one of the 
finest soldiers and most daring ciiiets in Africa — ^in- 
demnified himself with the magnificence that his pri-* 
vate fortmie enabled him to enjoy, for the unsparing 
exertions and the rugged privations that he always 
shared willingly with the lowest of his soldiers* It 
was the grandest trait in the man's character that he 
utterly scorned the efFcminacy which nuuiy com- 
manders provided for their table, their comfort, aud 
their gratification whilst campaigning^ and would 
commonly neither take himself nor allow to his olBi- 
cers any more indulgence on the march than his 
troopers themselves enjoyed. But his villa on the 
Sahel was a miniature palace ; it had formerly been 
the harem of a gvoul liais, and the gardens were ii.s 
enchanting as tlie interior was, if something fiorid, 
still as elegant as Paris art and Paris loxnry could 
make it ; for ferocious as the Black Hawk was in war, 
and well as he loved tlic chase and the slaughter, he 
did not disdain, when he had whetted beak and talons 
to satiety, to smoothe his ruffled plumage in downy 
nests and nnder caressing hands. 

To-night the windows of the pretty, low, snow- 
white, far-stretching building were lighted and open, 



Uiyitized by Google 



160 UXDEIi TWO FLAGS, 

and througli the wilderness of cactus, iii}Ttle, orange, 
citron, fuchsia, and a thousand Eowers that almost 
buried it under their weight of leaf and blossom^ a 
niynad of lamps were gleaming like so many glow- 
worms Ijeneath the foliage, while from a cedar grove 
some slight way farther out, the melodies and over- 
tnres of the best military bands in Algiers came mel- 
lowed, though not broken, by the distance, and the 
fall of the bubbling f oimtains. Cigarette looked and 
listened^ and her gay brown face grew doskily warm 
with wrath. 

" All, bah I she muttered, as she pressed her pretty 
lips to the lattice-work. The men die likemurrained 
sheep in the hospital, and get sonr bread tossed to 
them as if they were pigs, and are thrashed if they 
pawn their muskets for a stoup of drink when their 
throats are dry as the desert — and you live like a eoq 
en pate /* Morbleu ! what fools the people are to fight, 
and toil, and get their limbs broken, and have their 
brauis dashed out by spent balls^ that JVL le Mar^chal 
may send home a grand story with his own name flaring 
in letters a yard long on the placaids, and M. le Colonel 
give his fetes with stars and ribbons on his breast, 
while those who won the battle lie rotting in the 
sand I " 

Cigarette was a resolute little democrat ; she had 
loaded the carbines behind the barricade in an ^eute 
in Flois before she was ^ten years old, and was not 

♦ In clover. 
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seldom in tlie perplexity of conflicting creeds when 
her loyalty to the tricolour aud the guidons siuute 
with a violent clash on her love for the populace and 
their liberty. She was given, however, usually to le- 
conciling the dilemma with all her sex's illogical inge- 
nuity, and so far thoroughly carried out her republic- 
anism that she boxed a Plrince's ear without cere- 
mony when one tried to subjugate her, and never by 
any chance veiled the sun of her smiles to her " cliil- 
dien " the troopers — ^not even when she was tired to 
death after a burning march across leagues on leagues 
of locust-wasted country, or had spent half the night, 
after a skirmish, dressing wounds, soothing fever,' 
seeking out the dying men who lay scattered on the 
outskirts of the field of carnage, with a magic and a 
sweetness, and a patience that seemed rather fitting 
for the gentle Sosura Grisea than for the wayward, 
mischievous, insolent young reveller of the As de 
Pique. 

She looked a moment longer through the gilded 
scroll-work ; then, as she had done once before, thrust 
her pistols well within h^ sash that they should not 
catch upon the houghs, and pushing herself through 
the prickly cactus hedge, impervious to anything 
save herself or a Barbary marmoset, twisted with 
marvellous ingenuity through the sliarp - pointed 
leaves aud the close barriers of spines, and launched 
herself with inimitable dext^ty on to the other side 
of the cacti. Cigarette had too often played a game 

VOL. II. If 
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at spying and recuimuitriug for lier regiments, and 
played it with a deyemeas that distanced eyen the 
most ruii gf the Zephyrs, not to be able to do just 
vviiatev iir she chose, in taldng the way she liked, and 
lurking tmseen at discretion. 

Sbe cMBed the bfeadth of the grounds xmder the 
heavy shade of arbatiu-trees with a hare's fleetnesSy 
and stood a second looking at the open windows and 
the terraces that lay before ^lem, brightly hghted by 
the summer moon and by the lamps that sparkled 
among the shrubs. Then down blic dro[)])ed, as 
t^mckly, m li^tly, as a young setter down charging 
among the fem^ into a shower of rhododendrons, 
wiiose rose and lilac blossoms shut her wholly within 
them like a fairy endosed in bloom. The good fauy 
of one Hfe these ahe was assuredly, though she might 
}m hot a devil-may-care, andadous, careless little 
feniiuine Belphegor and uiilitiuy Asmodeus. 

" Ah !" she said, quickly and sharply, with a deep- 
drawn breath. The single ejaculation was at once a 
menace, a tenderness, a whirlwind of rage, a volume 
oi disdain, a world of pity. It was intensely French, 
and tiie whde nature of Cigarette was in it. 

Yet all she saw was a small and brilliant group 
sauntering to and fro before the open windows, niiLr 
dinner, listening to the bands, which, through dinner, 
hffd placed to them, and lan^iing low and softly; 
and, at some distance from them, beneath the shade 
«f a cedar, the £gure of a Corporal of Chasseurs, 
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calm, erect, motioiiless, as though he were the figure 
of a soldier cast in bronze. The scene was simple 

enough, though very picturesque ; but it told, by 
its vivid force of contrast^ a whole histoiy to Cigar 
rette. 

^^A true soldier!" she nmtteied, where she lay 

among the rhododendrons, Tvhile her eyes grew very- 
soft, as she gave the highest word of praise .that 
her whole range of language held. ^^A true sol- 
dier ! How he keeps his premise ! But it must be 

bitter/' 

She looked awhile, very wistfully, at the Ghasseur, 
where he stood under the Lebancm boughs; then her 

glance swept briglit as a hawk*s over the terrace, and 
lighted with a prescient hatred on the central form of 
all — a woman's. There were two other great ladies 
there ; but she passed them, and darted with un- 
erring instinct on that proud, fair, patrician head, 
with its haughty stag-like carriage and the crown of 
its golden hair. 

Cigarette had seen grandes dames by the tliousand, 
though never very close ; seen them in l^aris, when 
they came to look on at a grand review ; seen them- 
in their court attire, when the Ghiides had filled the 
Carrousel on some palace ball night, and lined the 
Gout des Princes, and she had bewitched the officers 
of tiie goaixl into letting her pass in to see the 
pageantry. But she had never felt for those grandes 
dames anything save a considerably contemptuous 

u2 
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indifference. She had looked on them pretty mucli 
as a war-worn powder-tried veteran looks on the 
curled dandy of some fashionable home -staying 
corps. She had never realised the difference betwixt 
them and herself, save in so far as she thought them 
useless butterfliesy worth nothing at all, and laughed 
as she trinmphantly remembered bow she could shoot 
a man like any Tirailleur, and break in a colt like any 
rough-rider. 

Now, for the first time, the sight of one of those 

aristocrats smote her with a keen hot sting of heart- 
burning jealousy. Now, for the firet time, the little 
Friend of the Flag looked at all the nameless graces 
of rank with an envy that her sunny, gladsome, 
generous nature had never before been touched with — 
with a sudden perception, quick as thought, bitter as 
gall, wounding, and swift, and poignant, of what this 
womanhood, that he had said she herself Iiad lost, 
might be in its highest and purest shape. 

Unseed — he said I was unsezed," she mused, 
while her teeth clenched on the ruby fulness of her 
lips, and her heart swelled, half with inij x tcnt rage, 
half with uiiconfessed paiu. For the first time, look- 
ing on this imperial foreign beauty, sweeping so 
slowly and so idly along there in the Algerian star- 
light, she understood all that he had missed, all that 
he had meant, when he had used that single word, 
for which she had vowed on him her yengeanoe and 
the vengeance of the Army of Africa, 
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^< If those are the women that he knew before he 
came here, I do not wonder that he never cared to 

• watch even my bambouloj" was the latent, unacknow- 
ledged thought that was so cmel to her: the con- 
sciousness — which forced itself in on her, while her 
eyes jealously followed the pei*fcct grace of the one 
in whom instinct had found her rival — that, while 
she had been so proud of her recklessness^ and her 
devilry, and her trooper^s slang, and her deadly 
skill as a shot, she had only been sometliing very 
worthless^ something very lightly held by those who 
liked her for a ribald jest, and a guinguette dance, 
and a Spahis' supper of headlong riot and drunken 
mirth. 

The mood did not last She was too brave, too 
fiery, too dauntless, too untamed. The dusky angiy 
flush upon her face grew deeper^ and the passion 
gathered more stormily in her eyes, while she felt the 
pistol-butts in her sash, and laughed low to herself, 
where she lay stretched under her flowery nest. 

" Bah ! she would f aint, I dare say, at the mere 
sight of these/* she thought, with her old disdam, 
" and would stand fire no more than a gazelle ! They 
are only made for summer-day weather, those dainty, 
gorgeous, silver pheasants. A breath of war, a touch 
of tempest, would soon beat them down<--cnish 
with all their proud crests drooping ! '* 

Like many another. Cigarette underrated what she 
had no knowledge of, and depreciated an antagonist 



Digitized by Google 



166 



UOTEE TWO FLAGS 



the measure of whose fence she had no power to 
gauge. 

Grouclied there among the rhedodendrons, she kvf 

as still as a mouse, movinp: nearer and nearer, though 
none would have told that so mucli as a lizard even 
stirred nnd&r the bkMSoms, until her ear^ quick and 
nnerring as an Indian's, could detect the sense of the 
words spoken by that group, which so aroused all the 
hot ire of her 'warrior^g soul and her democrat's im- 
patience. Ohllteanioy himself was bending his fine 
dark liead towards the patrician on whom her instinct 
of sex had fastened her hatred. 

Yon expressed your inah to see my Corporal's little 
sculjTtures again, Madame," he was miirniiu'ing now, as 
Cigarette got close enough under her flower shadows 
to catch the sense of the words. ^^To hear was to 
obey with me. He waits your commands jronder.** 

Mille tonneres I It was you, was it, brought him 
here ? " muttered the Friend of the Flag to herself, 
with the pasaon in her bnming more hotly against 
that " silver pheasant," whose delicate train was 
sweeping the white marbles of Chiteauroy's ten'aces, 
and whose reply, ^^with fashion, not with feeling, 
softly freighted," [she lost, though she could guess 
what it had been, w4ien a lacquey crossed the lawn,, 
and summoned the Chasseur from his waiting-place 
beneath the cedars. 

Cecil obeyed, passed up the terrace stairs, and 
stood before his Colonel, giving the salute ; the shade 
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of some acactts still f ^ aaou hun,. whikt the parly 
he fronted were in all the glow el a full Algerian- 

mooii, and of the thousand lamps amon£T the belt of 
flowers and trees. Cigarette gave another sharp 
deep-drawn breath, and lay aa mute and motaonleBs 
Bs she had done befoie then among the rashes of some 
dried brook's bed, scanning a hostile Kabyl camp, 
when the fate of a handful of Freoeh tceops had 
rested on her surety and her cantkm. 

Chatciiiirov spoke with a carelessness of a man to a 
dog, turning to his Corporal. 

^ Victor, Madame la Princesse honours you widi 
the desire to see your toys agiHiL Spread them 
out/* 

The savage authority of his general speech was 
softened for sake of his guesf s presence^ but there 

was a c()\ ert tone in the words that made Cigarette 
murmur to herself : 

If he forget his promise^ I will forgive him ! 
Cecil had not forgotten it ; neith^had he forgotten 
the lesson that this fair arisiocmte had read him in 
the morning. He sahited his chief again, set the 
chess-box down upon the ledge of the marble balus- 
tiMtle and stood silent^ without once i^lancing at the 
fair and haugJity face that was more brilliant stiU in 
the African starlight than it had been in the noon 
sun of the Chsisseurs' ChamMe, Courtesy was for- 
bidden hhn as insult from a Corporal to a nobly bOm 
beauty ; . he no more qnazxeUed with the decree tihaai 
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with Other inevitable consequencesy inevitable degra- 
dationsy lhat followed on his entrance as a private 
under the French flag. He had been used to the 
impassable demarcations of Caste, he did not dispute 
them more now that he was without^ ihan he had 
done when witliin, their magic pale. 

The carvings were passed from hand to hand as 
the Marquis's six or eight goests, listlessly willing to 
be amused in the warmth of the evening after their 
dinner, occupied themselves with the ivory chess 
armies, cut with a skill and a finish worthy a Boman 
studio. Praise enough was awarded to the art^ but 
none of them remembered the artist who stood apart, 
grave, calm, with a certain serene dignity that could 
not be degraded because others chose to treat him as 
the station he filled gave them fit right to do. 

Only one glanced at him with a touch of wonder- 
ing pily, softening her pride ; she who had rejcjcted 
the gift of those mimic squadrons. 

"You were siuely a sculptor, oncef she asked 
him, with that graceful distant kindness which she 
might have shown some Arab outcast 
Never, Madame.** 

'^Indeed! Then who taught you such exquisite 
art!" 

^^It cannot claim to be called art, Madame.** 

She looked at him witli an increased intei'est : the 
accent of his voice told her that this man, whatever 
he might be now, had once been a gentleman. 
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" Oh yes ; it is perfect of its kind. Who was your 
master in it I " 

A common teacher, Madame— Necessity.'' 

There was a very sweet gleam of compassion in 
the lustre of her dark dreaming e^es. 
Does necessity often teach so wellt" 

" In the ranks of our army, Madame, I tliink it 
does ; — often indeed much better.'* 

Ch&teauroy had stood hy and heard^ with as much 
impatience as he cared to show before gnests whose 
rank was precious to the man wiio had still weakness 
enough to be ashamed that his father^s brave and 
famous life had first been cradled under the thatch 
roof of a little posting-liouse. 

" Victor knows that neither he nor his men have 
any right to waste their time on such tiasb," he said, 
carelessly; ^^but the truth is, they love the canteen 
so well that they will do anything to add enough to 
their pay to buy brandy,'' 

She whom he had called Madame la Princesse 
looked witli a doiibtiiig surprise at the sculptor of the 
white Arab King she held. 

That man does not carve for brandy," she 
thought. 

" It must be a solace to many a weary hour in the 
barracks to be able to produce such beautiful trifles 
as these^" she said aloud. Surely you encourage 
such pursuits, Monsieur?" 

Not I," said Gh&teauroyi with a dash of his camp 
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tcmc that he could not AnthbolcL "There are but 
two arts or virtues for a trooper to my taste — fitt- 
ing and obediflnee;' 

^ You should he in the Bnssian service, M. de 
Chateauroy," said the lady, with a smile, that, slight 
as it waS) made the Marquises eyes flash fire. 

" Ahnost I 'wish I had been/* he answered her; 
"men are made to keep tlieir <xi'ades there, and 
privates who think themselves fine gentlemen receive 
the lash they merit." 

^ How he hates his Corporal !** thonght MOadi, 
wlule she laid aside the White King once more. 

" Naj/' interposed ChftteaBtoj, zecoTering his mo- 
mentary self-abandonment, ^ since yon like the 
bagatelles, do me honour enough to keep them/' • 

" Oh no, I offered your soldira: his own price for 
them this morning and he refused any.** 

Gh&teanroy swung round. 

" Ahf sacripant I you dared I'efuse jour bits of ivory 
when yon were honoured by an o£Eer for them/^ 

Gedl stood sileait ; his e3re» met hk chiefs steadily; 
Chateaurov had seen that look when Ins Chasseur 
had bea]*ded him in the solitude of his teut^ and de- 
manded back the Pearl of the Besert. 

The Princess glmced at boih ; then she stooped 
her elegant head slightly to the Marquis. 

^ Do not blame year Goipoiral unjustly throogh 
me, I pray you. He refused any price, but he 
offered them to me very gracefully as a gift, though 
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of course it was iiot pofisUJe thaA I ahoald accept 
them so*" 

^^The man is the nooet insolent hrrm in tlie 

service/' mnttered her host, as he motioned Cecil 
back off the temoe. Get you gone, and leaire 
yonr toys here, or I will haive tbem broken up by ft 

hammer." 

The livords were low, that they should not offend 
the ears of the great ladies who were his listeiitts^ 
but they were coarsely savage in their whispered 
command, and the Princess lieard them. 

^ He has brought his Chasseur here only to hur 
miliate him,'' thought Miladi with the same thought 
that flashed through the inind of tlie Httle Friend of 
the Flag where she hid amcHig her rhododendrons. 
Now the dainty aristocrat was veiy proud^ but she 
was not so proud but that justice was stronger in her 
than pride, and a noble generous temper mellowed 
the somewhat too cold and languid negligence of one 
of the fairest and haughtiest women that ever adorned 
a court. She was too generous not to rescue any one 
who suffered through her the slightest injustice, not 
to interfere when through her any misconception 
lighted on another; she told with her sex's rapid 
perception and sympathy that the man, whom 
Ch^teauroy addressed with the brutal insolence of a 
bully to his disobedient dog, had once- been a gentle- 
man, though he now held but the rank of a sous- 
o£&cier in the Algerian Cayairy, and she saw that he 
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suffered all the more keenly under an outrage he 
had no power to resist because of that enforced 
serenity, that dignity of silence and of patience, with 
which he stood before his tyrant. 

^ Wait," she said, moving a little towards them, 
while she let her eyes rest on the carver of the sculp- 
tures with a grave compassion, though she addressed 
his chief. " You ^Yllol]y mistake nie. I Liid no 
blame whatever on your Corporal. Let him take 
the chessmen back with him ; I would on no account 
rob him of them. I can well understand that he 
does not care to part with such masterpieces of his 
art ; and that he would not appraise them by their 
worth in gold only shows that he is a tmd artist, as ' 
doubtless also lie is a true soldier." 

The words were spoken with a gracious courtesy, 
the clear cold tone of her habitual manner just 
marking in them still the difference of caste be- 
tween her and the man for whom she interceded, 
as she would equally have interceded for a dog who 
should have been threatened with the lash because 
he had displeased her. That very tone struck a 
sharper blow to Cecil than the insolence of his com- 
mander had power to deal him. His face flushed a 
little ; he lifted his cap to her with a grave reverence, 
and moved away : 

I thank you, Madame. Keep them, if you will 
so far honour me.** 

The words reached only her ear ; in another instant 
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he had passed away down the terrace steps, obedient . 
to bis chief's dismissal. 

Ah I have no kind scrnples in keeping then!, 
Madame," Chateauroy langhed to her, as slie still held 
in her hand, doubtfully, the White Sheik of the chess 
Arabs ; I will see that Bel-&rf aire-penr, as they call 
liini, does not suffer by losiiiir tlicsc tnimperies, which, 
I believe, old Zist-et-Zest, a veteran of ours and a 
wonderful carver, had really far more to do with pro- 
ducing than he. You must not let your gracious pity 
be moved by such fellows as these troopers of mine ; 
they are the most ingenious rascals in the world, and 
know as well how to produce a dramatic effect in ^ 
your presence as tliey do liow to drink and to swear 
wJien they are out of it." 

« Very possibly," she said, with an indolent indiffer- 
ence ; ^ but that man was no actor, and I never saw 
a gentleman if he have not been one."' 

^^Like enough," answered the Marquis. I be- 
lieve many ^gentlemen' come in our ranks who have 
fled their native countries, and broken all laws from 
the Decalogue to the Code Napoleon, So long as 
they fight well, we don't ask their past criminalities. 
We cannot afford to throw away a good eahreur 
because he has made his own land too hot to hold 
him." 

" Of what country is your Corporal, then t ** 

"I have nut an idea. I imagine liis past must 
have been something very black indeed, for the 
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slightest trace of it has neirer, that I know of, been 

allowed to let slip from him. He encourages the 
men in every insabordination, buys their favour with 
eveiy sort of stage trick, thinks himself the finest 
gentleman in the whole brigades of Africa, and ought 
to have been shot long ago if he had had his real 
deserts.*' 

She let her glance dwell on him wifih a contemplap 

tiou that was half contemptuous amus^nent, half 

unexpressed dissent, 

^ 1 wonder he has not been, since you have the 

ruling of his fate," she said, with a slight smile lin- 
gering about the proud rich softness of her lips. 
" So do I." 

There was a gaunt, grim, stem significance in the 

three monosyllables that escaped him unconsciously ; 
it made her turn and look at him more doselj. 
How has he offended you I " she asked. 

Chateauroy laughed off the question. 

^^In a thousand ways, Madame. Chiefly because 
I received my regimental training under one who 
followed the traditions of the Armies of Egypt and 
the lihine, and have, I confess, little tolerance, in 
o(mseqaence, of a rebel who plays the martyr, and a 
soldier who is too efieminate an idler to do anything 
except attitudinise in interesting situations to awaken 
sympathy." 

She listened with something of distaste upon her 
face where she still leaned against the marble baluA* 

trade toying with the ivory Bedouins. 
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^ I am not much interested in miHtary (Hsonssions,** 

she said, coldly, ^* but I imagine — if you will pardon 
me for saying so — that you do yonr Corporal some 
little injustice here. I shonid not fancy he ^affects' 
aiiytliiiig, to judixe from the very good tone of his 
mannere. For the rest, I shall nut keep the chessmen 
without making him fitting payment for them ; since 
he declines money, yon will tell me what form that 
had better take to be of real and welc<»ne service to 
a Chassenr d'AfriqW 

Ch&teanroy, mm incensed titan he chose or dared 
to show, bowed courteouiily, but with a griui ironic 
smile. 

If you really insist, give him a Napdeon or two 
whenerer you see him ; he will be very happy to take 
it and spend it au cabaret j though he played the aris- 
tocrat to-day. But yoa axe too good to him; he is 
one of the very worst of my pratiquesy and you are as 
criicl to me iu rd Lisin^ to deign to accept luy trooper's 
worthless bagatelles at my hands." 

She bent her superb head silently, whether in acqui* 
escence or rejection he could not well resolve with 
himself, and turned to the staff-officers, among them 
the heir of a princely semi-royal French House, who 
surrounded her, and sorely begrudged the moments 
she itad giv^^n to those miniature carWn£!;s and tlie 
private soldier who had wrought them. She was no 
coquette ; she was of too imperial a nature^ had too 
lofty a pride, and was too difficult to charm or to 
enchain ; but those meditative, brilliant, serene eyes 
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had a temble gift of wakening without ever seeking 
love, and of drawing without ever recompensing 

homar^e. 

Couched down among her rose-hued corerif Cigar 
rette had watched and heard, her teeth set tightly, 

her breath coming and goinc^ swiftly, her liand 
clenched close on the butts of her pistols, tier}- curses, 
with all the infinite varietjr in cursing of a barrack 
repertoire, chasing one another in hot fast muttenngs 
off those bright lips, that should have known nothing 
except a child's careless and innocent song* 

Camme elU est belief eomme elle est beUe!** she 
whispered evers^ now anfl then to herself, with a new, 
bitter, ferocious meaning in the whisper that had, 
with all its hate, something pathetic too. She had 
never looked at a beautiful high-bred woman before, 
holding them in gay satiiical disdain as mere papillons 
rouants who could not prime a revolver and fire it off 
to save their own lives, if ever such need arose ; a 
depth of ignorance that was, to the vivandiere*s 
view, the ne plus ultra of crassitude and impotence. 
But now she studied one through all the fine, quick- 
ened, unmring instincts of jealousy ; and there is no 
instinct in the world that gives such thorough appre- 
ciation of the yery rival it reviles. She saw the 
courtly negligence, the xegal grace, the /air brilliant 
loveliness, the delicious serene languor, of a pure 
^^arUtocratc ' for the very first time to note them, and 
they made her heart sick with a new and deadly 
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sense ; they moved her much as the white delicate 
earrings of the lotos-lilies and the lentiscos-leayes had 
done ; they, like the carvings, showed her all die had 
missed. She dropped her head suddenly like a 
wounded hird, and the racy vindictive camp-oaths 
died off her lips. She thought of herself as she had 
- danced that mad bacchic hamhoula amidst tlie crowd 
of shouting, stampings drunken, half-infuriated sol- 
diery^ and for the moment she hated herself more 
even than she hated that patrician yonder. 

know what he meant now ! she pondered, and 
her spirited, sparkling^ hrunette face was dark and 
weary, like a hrown sun-Hghtened brook over whose 
radiance the heavy sliadow of some broad-spread 
eagle's wings hovers, hiding the sun. 

She looked once, twice^ thrice, more inquiringly, 
envyingly, thirstily; then, as the hand under the 
cedars rolled out their music afresh, and light 
laughter echoed to her from the terrace, she turned 
and wound herself back under the cover of the 
shrubs, not joyously and mischievously as she had 
come, but almost as slowly, almost as sadly, as a hare 
that the greyhounds have coursed drags itself through 
the grasses and ferns. 

Once through the cactus hedge her old spirit re- 
turned ; she shook herself angrily with petulant self- 
scorn; she swore a little, and felt that the fierce 
familiar words did her good like brandy poured down 
her throat i she tossed her head like a colt that rebels 
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against the gall of the curb ; then, fleet as a 
&wn, she da^&ed down the moonlit road at top most 
speed. ^^Diantiel ihe can't do what I do!" slid 

thoimlit. 

And she ran the faster, and sang a drinking-song 
of the Spahis all the louder^ because still at her heart 
a dull pain was acimig* 
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CHAPTER m 

ClGAEETTJi CONDOTTIERA. 

ClGAEETTE alwOjys went fast. She had a bird-like 
wuj of skunming her groaud that took her over it with 
wonderful swiftness, all the tassels, and libhon-knots, 
and sashes with which her uniform was rendered so 
gaj and so distinctive ii uttering behind her, and her 
little militaiy boots, with the bright spun twinklingi 
flying over the earth too lightly for a speck of dust, 
though it lay thick as August suns could parch it, to 
rest upon her. Thus she went now, along the lovely 
moonlight; ^ii^g^i^g her drinking-song so fast and so 
loud that had it been any other than this young fire- 
eater of the African squadrons it might have been 
supposed she sang out of fear and bravado — (two 
things, however, that never touched Cigarette ; for 
she exulted in danger as friskily as a young salmoi^ 
exults in the first f resh^ crisp, tumbling crest of a 

h2 • 
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seaowavei and would have backed up tbo most vain- 
glorious word she could have spoken with the cost of 
her h'fe, had need been. Suddenly, as she went, she 
heard a shout on the still night air — very still now, 
that the lights^ and the melodies^ and the laughter of 
Gh&teauro/s villa lay far behind, and the town of 
Algiers was yet distant, with its lamps glittering dovn 
bv tlie sea. 

The shout was, A mci^ Boumia! Pwr la France I ^ 

And Cigarette knew the voice, ringing melodiously 
and calmly still, though it gave the sound of alarm. 

Cigarette ou secawr ! " she cried in answer ; she 
had cried it many a time over the heat of batUe-fields, 
and when the wounded men in the dead of the sickly 
night ^vTithed under the knife of the camp-thieves. 
If she had gone like the wind before, she went like 
the lightning now. 

A few yards onward she saw a confused knot of 
horses and of riders struggling one with another in a 
doud of white dust, silvery and hazy in the radiance 
of the moon. 

The centre figure was Cecil's ; the four others were 
Arabs, armed to the teeth and mad with drink, who 
had spent the whole day in drunken debauchery, 
pouring in raki down their throats until they were 
wild with its poisonous fire, and had darted head- 
long all abreast down out of the town overriding 
all that came in tlicir ^^ aJ■, and lashing their poor 
beasts with their sabres till the horses' flanks ran 
blood. Just, as they neared Cecil| they had knocked 
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aside and trampled over a worn-out old colon, of age 
too feeble for him to totter in time from their path. 
Oedl had reined up and shonted to them to pause ; 
they, inflamed with the perilous drink, and sense- 
less with the fniy which seems to possess eyeiy 
Arab onoe started in a race nedc to neck, were too 
blind to see, and too furious to care, that they were 
faced by a soldier of France, but rode down on him 
at once, with their curled sabres flashing round their 
heads. His horse stood the shock gallantly, and 
he sought at first only to parry their thrusts and 
to cut through their stallions' reins; but the latter 
were chain bridles, and only notched his sword as 
the blade struck them, and the former became too 
numerous and too savagely dealt to be easily played 
with in carte and tierce* The Arabs were dead-* 
drank, he saw at a glance, and had got the blood- 
thirst upon them ; roused and burning with brandy 
and raki, tliese men were Hke tigers to deal with ; the 
words he had spoken th^ never heard, and their 
horses hemmed him in powerless, whilst their steel 
flashed on every side ; — ^they were not of the tribe of 
the KhaUfa* 

If he struck not, and strudk not surely, he saw 

that a few moments more of that moonlight niMit 
were all that he would live. He wished to avoid 
bloodshed, both because his sympathies were always 
with the conquered tribes, and because he knew that 
every one of these (][uarrels and combats between 
the yanquisher and the vanquished served further to 
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widen the breach, ah^ady broad enough, between 
tbem. But it was no longer a matter of choice with 
iuMDj as hb shoulder was grazed hy a tbroit wliichy 
hat for a swerve of his horse, would have pierced 
to his lungs ; and the four riders, yelling like mad- 
mexky forced the animal back cok its haunches and 
assaulted him with breathless yioknce. He swept his 
own arm back, and brought his sabre down straight 
through the sword-ann ot the foremost ; the limb was 
d/^t throng as if the stccke of an axe had severed ik, 
and, thrice infuriated, the Arabs closed in on him* 
The |>oints of their weapons were piercing liis har- 
ness when, sharp and swift, one on another, three 
shots hissed past faim; the nearest of his assailants 
fell stone dead, and the others, wounded and startled, 
loosed their hold, and tore off down the lonely road, 
while the dead man's horse, shaking his burden fnmi 
him out of the stimips, followed them at a headlong 
galioj) tluough a cloud ( t (iust. 

" That was a pretty cut through the arm ; better 
had it been through the throat. Never do things by 
halyes, ami Victor," said Cigarette, carelessly, as she 
thrust her pistols back into her sash, and looked, with 
the tranquil appreciation of a connoisseur, on the 
Immn, brawny, naked limb, where it lay severed on 
the sand, Itk the hilt of the weapon still liaiiging in 
the sinewy iingers. Cecil threw himself from his 
saddle and gazed at her in bewildered amazement ; 
he had thought those sure, cool, death-dealing shots 
had come from some Spahis or Chasseur* 
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owe you my life!" he said, raipidly. **Biit 
^good God I — ^you have shot the f ellovr dead—'* 

Cigarette shrugged ]ier shoulders >vith a contemp- 
tuous glaiKe at the Bedouin's ooorpse. 

^^To be sure — I am not a bungler/' 

"Happily for me, or I had been where he lies 
now. But wait — ^let me look ; there may be breath 
in him yet.** 

Cigarette laughed, offended and soomfoly as with 

the offence and scorn of one whose first science was 
impeached. 

^'Fa$ si b4t$l Lodk and yreLtome; but if you 
find any life in that Arbi, make a laugh of it before 
all the army to-morrow," 

She was at her fiercest A thousand new emotions 
had been roused in her that night, bringing pain with 
them, that she bitterly resented ; and, moreover, this 
child of the Army of Africa caught fire at the fiame 
of battle with instant conta^on, and had seen slaugh* 
ter around her fruui her first infancy. 

Cecil, disregarding her protest, stooped and raised 
the fallen Beck>uin. He saw at a glance that she was 
right ; the lean, dark, lustful face was set in the 
rigidity of death ; the bullet had passed straight 
through the temples. 

" Did you never see a dead man before t " demanded 
Cigarette, impatiently, as he lingered ; — even in this 
moment he had more thought of this Arhico than he 
had of her [ 

He laid the Arab's body gently down, and looked 
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at her witii a glance that, rightly or wrongly, she 
thought liad a rehuke in it. 

^ Very many. Bnt — ^it is never a pleasant sight. 

And they were in drmk; they did not know what 
tliey did." 

Paidieu 1 What divine pity ! Good powder and 
ball were sore wasted, it seems ; you wonld have pre- 
ferred to lie there yourself, it appears. I beg your 
pardon for interfering with the preference." 

Her eyes were flashing, her lips very scomfnl and 
wrathful. This was his gratitude I 

" Wait, wait," said Cecil, rapidly, laying his liand 
on her should^, as she flung herself away. ''My 
dear child, do not think me ungrateful. I know 
well enough I should be a dead man myself had it 
not been for your gallant assistance. Believe me^ I 
thank yon from my heart'* 

'' But you think me ' unsexed' all the same ! I see, 
beau lion ! " 

The word had rankled in her ; she could laundi it 
now with telling reprisal. • 

He smiled ; but he saw that this phrase, which slie 
had overheard, had not alone incensed, but had 
wounded her* 

" Well, a little, perhaps," he said, gently. " How 
should it be otherwise ? And, for that matter, I have 
seen many a great lady look on and laugh her soft 
cruel laughter while the pheasants were falling by 
hundreds, or the stags being torn by the hounds. 
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They called it ' sport ;' but there was not much differ- 
ence — ^in the men^ of il, at least — ^fiom your war. 
And they had not a tithe of your coarage." 

The answer failed to conciliate her ; there was an 
accent of compassion in it that ill suited her pride^ 
and a lack of admiration that waa not less new and 
unwelcome. 

" It was well for you I was unsexed enough to be 
able to send an ounce of lead into a drunkard I she 
pursued, with immeasurable disdain', 'aflhadbeen 
like that dainty aristocrat down there — ])nrdieu ! it 
had been worse for you. I should have screamed, 
and fainted, and left you to be killed whilst I made a 
tableau, Oh-h^, that is to be * feminine,* is it not ? " 

^ Where did you see that lady 1 " he asked, in some 
surprise. 

^ Oh ! I was there I ^ answered Cigarette^ with a 

toss of her head southward to where the villa lay. 
" I went to see how you would keep your promise.'' 
Well, you saw I kept it.** 
She gave her little teeth a shai-p click like the click 
of a trigger. 

Yes. And I would have f or^ven you if you 
had broken it." 

"Would you? I should not have forgiven my- 
self." 

Ahl you are just like Marquise. And you will 
end like him.'' 
" Very probably." 
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She kBittcd her pretty brows, standing therein his 
path, with the pnrtok thrust in her sadh^ and her 
hands resting lightly on her hips as a good workman 
rests after a neatly Hnialied job, and her dainty fez 
set half on one side on her )»rown taiiirled curia, 
wliile Qpon them the intense histre of the moon- 
light streamed, and in the dust^ well-nigh at their 
feet, lay the gaunt white-robed form of the dead 
Arab, with the olive saturnine face turned upward to 
the stars, 

^ Why did you give tliose chessmen to that silver 
pheasant! " she asked him, abruptly. 
Silver pheasant?*' 

"Yes. See how she sweeps — sweeps — sweeps so 
languid, so brilliant, so useless — bah I Why did you 
give them ? " 

" She admired them. It was not much to give*'* 

"Diantre ! You would not have given them to a 
daucfhter of the people." 

« Why not!" 

^ Why not I Oh-h^ ! Because her hands would 
be hard, and brown, and coarse, not lit for those 
ivory puppets ; but Miladi's are white like the ivoiy, 
and cannot soil it. She will handle them so grace- 
fully, for five mii.utes; and then buy a new toy, 
and let her lapdog break yours ! " 

"Like enough." He said it with his habitual 
gentle temper, but there was a shadow of pain in 
the words. The chessmen had become in some sort 
like living things to him, through long association ; 
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he had parted from them not without regret, though, 
for the moment, courtesy and generosity of instinct 
had overcome it ; and he knew tbat it was but too 
troe how, in all likelihood these trifles of his ar^ that 
had brought him many a solace and been his com- 
panion throng many a lonely hour, would be for- 
gotten by the morrow, where he had bestowed them, 
and at best put aside in a cabinet to lie unnoticed 
among bronzes or porcelain, or be set on some 
bondou>table to be idled with in the munic warfare 
that would serve to cover some listless flirtation. 

Cigarette, quick to sting, but as quick to repent 
using her sting, saw the regret in him; with the 
rapid nncaknlating liberality of an utterly unselfish 
and intensely impulsive nature, she hastened to imike 
amends by saying what was like gall on her tongue 
in the utterance. 

" Tiens ! ** she said, quickly. " Perhaps she will 
value them more than that, I know nothing of the 
aristocrats — ^not I! When yon were gone^ she 
championed yon against the Black Hawk. She told 
him that if yon had not been a gentleman before you 
came into the ranks, she never had seen one. Ma 
eantehe ! she spoke well if you had bat heard her.'* 

^Shedid!** 

She saw his glance brighten as it turned on her 
in a surprised gratification* 
«WeU! What is there so wonderful f " 

Cigarette asked it with a certain petulance and 
doggedness, taking a namesake out of her breast- 
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pocket, biting its end on, aad striking a fusee. A 
word from this axistocrat was more welcome to him 
iJian a ballet that bad saved bis life 1 

Her generosity had gone verv* far, and, like most 
generosity, got nothing for its pains. 

He was silent a few moments, txacing lines in the 
dnst with the point of his scabbard. Cigarette, with 
the cigar in her month, stamped her loot impatientlj. 

^ Gocporal Yictor ! are you going to dream there 
all nightt What is to be done with this dog of an 
Arbico?** 

She was angered by him ; she was in the mood to 
make herself seem all the rougher, fiercer, nan^tier, 
and more callous. She had shot the man — pouf ! 
what of that? She had >liot men before, as all 
Africa knew. She woold defend a half-fledged bird, 
a terrified sheep, a wmi-oat old cnr; bnt a man! 
^Icn were the normal and natm*al food for pistols 
and rifles, she considered. A state of society in 
which fire-anns had been nnknown was a thing Cigi> 
rette had never heard of, and in wluch she would have 
contumeliously disbelieved if she had been told of it. 

Cecil looked up from his musing ; be thou^t what 
a pi^it was this pretty graceful French kitten was 
such a l loodthirsty- young panther at heart. 

" I scarcely know what to do," he answered her, 
doubtfully. ^Pnt him acKMS my aaddky poor 
wretdi, I suppose : ibe fray must be reported.** 

Leave that to me," said Cigarette, decidedly and 
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inth a certain haughty patronage, shot him; I 
will see the thing gets told right. It might he awk- 
ward for you ; they are growing so squeamisli about 
the Boium» hilling the natives. Draw him to one 
side l^ere^ and leare him. The crows will finish his 
affair." 

The coolness with which this handsome child dis- 
posed of the fate of what, a moment or two hefore;^ 
had been a sentient, breathing, vigorous frame, s«nt a 
chill through her hearer, though he had been seasoned 
bj a decade of slaughter, 

« No," he said, briefly. « Suspicion might fall on 
some i]inocent pajiser-bj. Beaides — he ohaii have 
decent burial." 

Burial for an Arbi — ^faugh!" cried Cigarette, in 
derision. ^ Parbleu, M. Bdr&rf aire-peur, I have seen 
hundreds of our best lascars lie rotting on the plains 
with the birds' beaks at then: eyes and the jackals' 
fangs in their flesh. Whair was good enough for them 
is surely good enough fur him. Yuu are an eccentric 
fellow — you ^ 

He laughed a little. 

^ T^me was when I should have begged you not to 
call me any such 'bad formT Eccentric! I am not 
genius enough for that." 

<<£h!"-4he did not understand him. <^Well» 
you want that carrion poked into the earth, instead 
of lying atop of it. I don't see much difference 
myself. I would like to be in the sun as long as I 



Digitized by Google 



190 



UNDEK TWO PL AGS 



could, I think, dead or alive. Ah ! how odd it is to 
Ibink one will be dead same day — never wake for 
tJie rereOM — never hear tiie cannon or the caksoDS 
roll by— never stir when the trumpets sound tlie 
charge, but lie there dead — dead — dead — while the 
squadrons thunder above one's grave I Droll^ eh?** 

A momentary pathos softened her voice (which 
could melt and change into a wonderful mui>ic), 
where she stood in the glistening moonlight. That 
the time would ever come when her glad laughter 
would be hushed, when her young heart would beat 
no morei when the brighty abundant^ passionate 
blood would bound no lon^ through her veins, 
when all the vivacious, vivid, sensuous charms of 
living would be ended for her for ever, was a thing 
that she could no better bring home to her than a 
bird that sings in the light of the sun could be made 
to know that tlie time would come when its little 
melodious throat would be frozen in death, and give 
song never more. 

The tone touched him ; made him think less of 
her as u dare-devil h^y^ as a reckless chUd-soldier, 
and more of her as w hat she was, than he had done 
before: he touched her almost caresainglj* 

^ Pauvre enfant I I hope that day will be very 
distant from you. And yet — ^how bravely you risked 
death for me just now I" 

Gigaxette, thoui^ accustomed to the lawless loves 
of the camp, flushed ever bo slightly at the mere caress 
of his hand. 
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^ ChMt I I risked nothing 1" she said, rapidlj. 
<<Ab for death — when it comes, it comes, fivery 

soldier can'ics it in liis wallet, and it may jump out 
on him any minute. I would ratiier die youijg than 
grow old. Pardil age is nothing else hut death 
that is conmoM.'* 

" Where do you get your wisdom, little one ?" 

^ Wisdom ? Bah ! liviog is learning. Some people 
go throngh life with their eyes shut, and then gramble 
there is nothing to see in it ! Well — you want that 
Arbi buried '? What a fancy ! Look you, then ; stay 
by him, since you are so l(md of him, and I will go 
and send some men to you with a stretcher to carry 
him down to the town. As for repoiling, leave that 
to me ; X shall tell them / left you on guard. That 
will square things, if you are late at the barrack." 

" But that will give you so much trouble, Ciga- 
rette.** 

Trouble? Morbleul Do you think I am like 
that nlver pheasant yonder? Lend me your hoise, 

and I shall be in the town in ten uiiuutes!" 

bhc vaulted, as she spoke, into the saddle ; he laid 
hia hand on the bridle, and stopped her. 

Wait ! I have not thanked you half enough, my 
brave little champion. How am I to show you my 
gratitude!" 

For a moment the bright, brown, changeful face, 

that could look so fiercely scornful, so sunnily radiant, 
so tempestuously passiouatCi and so tenderly child- 
like, in almost the same moment^ grew warm as the 
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warm suns that bad giyen their fire to her veins; 
she glanced at him almost shyly, while the moonlight 
slept lustrously in the dark softness of her eyes ; 
there was an intense allnrement in her in that 
moment — ^the allnrement of a woman^s loveliness, 
bitterly as she disdained ll ^voman's charms. It 
might have told him, more plainly than words, Low 
best he could reward her for the shot that had 
saved him ; yet, though a man on whom such be- 
guilement usually worked only too easily and too 
often, it did not now touch him. He was grateful 
to her; but, despite himself, he was cold to her; 
despite himself, the life which that little hand tliat 
he hdd had taken so lightly made it the hand of a 
conlrade to be grasped in alliance, but never the 
hand of a mistress to steal to his lips and to lie in 
his breast. 

Her rapid and unerrmg instinct made her feel that 
keenly and instantly ; she had seen too much pasnon 

not to know when it was absent. The warmth 
passed oH her face, her teeth clenched, she shook the 
bridle out of his hold. 

Take gratitude to Miladi there ! She will value 
fine "words ; I set no count on them. I did no more 
for you than I have done scores of times for my 
Spahis. Ask them how many I have shot with my 
own hand !'* 

In another instant she was away Hke a sirocco, a 
whirlwind of dust that rose in the moonlight marking 
her flight as she rode full gallop down to Algiers. 
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"A kitten with the tigress in her," thought Gecil| 
as lie seated himself on a broken pile of stone to keep 
his vigil over the dead Arab. It was not that lie 
was callous to the generous nature of the little 
Friend of the Flag, or that he was insensible either 
of the courage that beat so danntlessly in her pulses, 
or of the piquant picturesque grace that acconipanied 
even her wildest actions ; but she had nothing of her 
sex's charm for him. He thon^t of her rather as a 
young soldier than as a young girl. She aniused 
him as a wayward, bright, mischievous, audacious 
boy might have done ; but she had no other interest 
for him. He had given her little attention ; a waltz, 
a cigar, a passing jest, were all he had bestowed on 
the little iionne of the Spahis corps ; and the deepest 
sentiment she had ever awakened in him was an 
involuntary pity — pity fortius flower which blossomed 
on the polluted field of war, and under the poison- 
dropping branches of lawless crime. A flower bright- 
hued, sun-fed, glancing with the dews of youth now, 
when it had just unclosed, in all its earUest beauty 
but already soiled and tainted by the bed from which 
it sprang^ and doomed to be swept away with time, 
scentless and loveless, down the rapid noxious cuiTcnt 
of that broad black stream of vice on which it now 
floated so heedlessly. 

Even now, his thoughts drifted fram her almost 
before the sound of the horse's hoofs had died where 
he sat on a loose pile of stones, with the lifeless limbs 
of the Arab at his feet. 

VOL. u. 0 
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^Who was it in mj old lite that she is like ?" he 
wasmusini^. It wis tbe deep-Uv^ draning^ hanghtT^ 
ejts of ^IfiWi'^ tliat he wm bringing Imtk to 
memoiy^ not the bro\Tii mignon face that had beea so 
late dose to bis in ihe light of tke moam, 

MsmwMley. on his good grey Cigaiette rode Vias m 
trae Chasseur lierscii. She was used to the suddloy 
and would ride a wihi desert coil without sticmp or 
Udl^ bskncing hot siqpple form aoir on one foot 
now on tbo other on tbo anMiaTs nslied lubdk, winlcL 
they flew at full speed, witdi a skill and address that 
wanld kayo distanced the best faeroiiKS of nusi^^ 
and bippodranK. Not so £uil&8ticafiy^ bat fall as 
speedily, she dashed down into the city, scattering all 
she met witk right and le£^ till she rode stzaight up to 
tbfi bacradn of the Ckasseunr d'Afriqne. Ai the 
entTMicH^ as die imed up, she saiw Ibe very person 
she wanted, and signed him to her as carelessly as if 
bo were n oonacripi,. instead cl that p cwr e i fid c^fieari. 
Fiaa^sia IHreflan^ captain and n^otait. 

^ Llola ! ' she cried, as she si£»nalled him ; Cigarette 
was privileged all through the army, and ^rouM have 
^mn. the kmffm va4§ia1he En^ncnr himself^ bad she 
met bim. " Adjutant Virefiau, I come to teU yoa a 
good story for yonr fohos matricules. There is your 
Corporal there — le beau Victor— hm been, afctached 
by fonr dninken dogs- of Arfaieos^ dead drank and 
four against one. He fought them superbly ; Lut he 
woqR only pany^ not thrufiit^ because he knows how 
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strict the rules are about dealing with, the sccwui- 
dcels — even wbeo. they aie nmidsctBg 7011^ fwrlbleB t 
H» has behaved splendi^y; I jon sok And be 

was so patient with these doirs that he would not 
hare killed one of theuu B42t I did; shot one 
stcaight through the b«dn— a heaotif thing Mid 
he lies on the Oran road now. Victor wonld not 
leave him^ for feai* some pasaer-hj should be thought 
gdlb^ ei a WKrder; so I cane on toti^ jom^ and 
ask jou to send some meB up for the jaekaYs hoij^ 
Ah! he is a fine soldier, tliat Bcl-ii-faire-peiir ol 
jouxa. Why don't yo«. give him a step^ — two steps-— 
thine stepa? Diantn I It ia noi like France te leaTB 
him a corporal !** 

Virefiau li^ea^d atteatively — sk ik&vt, lea% bkck- 
yisaged campaigner^ who jet relaixed inio a grim, 
half-smile as the vivandi^ addrased him wiA. 
that air as of a generalissimo addressiaij a siibor- 
diiiat% which always characterised '^Gi^irette the 
mona stfonglj the highor the grade o£ her cempanien 
or op|>onent. 

Always ebqueBt, pretty one !" he geowkd. "Are 
jmi sure he did not begin the fgaji" 

^ Ma eantdU ! Don't I tell the four Arabs 
were like fuiu' devils? The v knocked domi an old 
colo% and Bel-k-fabe-peur tried to prevent thsk 
doing more mischief, and they set on him Kke so 
many wild-cats. He kept his t^per wonderfully ; 
he always tries to preserve order ; you can't say so 

o2 
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mnch of your rifFrafP, Captain Vireflau, commonly ! 
Here I this is his horse. Send some men to him ; and 
mind the thing is reported fairly, and to his credit, 
to-morrow.'* 

With which command, given as with the air of a 
commander-in-chief, in its liautcur and its noncha- 
lance, Cigarette vaulted off the charger, flnng the 
bridle to a soldier, and was away and ont of sight 
before FraiK^ois Vireflau had time to consider whether 
he should laugh at her caprices, as all the army did, or 
resent her insolence to his dignity. But he was a 
good-natured man, and, what was better, a just one; 
and Cigarette had judged rightly that the tale she 
had told would weigh well with him to the credit 
side of his Corporal ; and would not reach his Colonel 
in any warped version that could give pretext for 
any fresh exercise of tyranny over Bel-^<-faue-peui^ 
under the title of ^ discipline.*' 

**Dicu de Dieu!" thought his champion, as she 
made her way through the gay-lit streets. "I swore 
to have my vengeance on him. It is a droll vengeance 
"to save his life, and plead his cause with Vireflau I 
No matter ! one could not look on and let a set of 
Arbicos kill a good lascar of France, and the 
thing that is just must be said, let it go as it will 
against one's grain. Public Welfare before Private 
Pique!" 

A grand and misty generality which consoled 
Cigarette for an abandonment of her sworn revenge, 
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wliich she felt was a weakness utterly unworthy of 
lier, and too much like that inconsequent weather- 
cock, that useless insigmficant part of creation, those 
objects of her supreme derision and contempt, those 
frivolous trifles which she wondered the good God 
had ever troubled himself to make — namelj, JLes 

Holuj Cigarette !" cried the Zouave Tata, leaning 
out of a little casement of the As de Pique as she 
passed it ^^A la bonne henre, ma belle J Come in; 
we have the devil's own fun here—'' 

No cluubt !** retorted the Friend of the Flafx. 
"It would be odd if the master-fiddler would not 
fiddle for his own !" 

Through the window, and over the sturdy shoulders 
in their canvas shirt of the hero Tata, the room was 
visible, full of smoke, through which the lights glim- 
mered like the sun in a fog, reeking with bad wines, 
crowded with laughing bearded faces, and the battered 
beauty of women revellers, while on the table, singing 
with a voice Mario himself could not have rivalled 
for exquisite sweetness, was a slender Zouave, gesti- 
culating with the most marvellous pantomime, while 
his melodious tones rolled out the obscenest and wit- 
tiest ballad that ever was carolled in a gninguette. 

Come in, my pretty one !" entreated Tata, stretch- 
ing out his brawny arms. " You will die of laughing 
if you hear Qris-Qris to-night. Such a song ! " 

pretty song, yes, for a pigsty!'* said Ciga- 
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rette, mA. a gkace imto ife chamber, as akeakmtk 

Ids iiand off her, and went on down the street. A 
Bi^ht or tvo before a new amg imi Gm-Gfas^ tko 
hmt tBBBor in ike wiieiB aovf, noald km tm 
paradise to her, and ^ would hsLve vaolted through 
the wiaiiow at a single bouxid mto the pazKlmouiaai* 
Kowy she did not know wbji she found m dm 
in iL 

And she went quietly home to her little straw-bed 
in her garret, jmd curled herself up like a kitten to 
sleep ; bat for tiie fifit time in keryonng life Bleep 
did not come readily to her, and when it dkl come, 
for the hiist time ioand a restless sigh upon her 
langhing mouth, as she maimured, dwwiBg : 
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VHE HiSXSSBS OF TfiE WHIT£ KING. 

^^¥i&Bxn(& m the Kabaila, .Ufe "was weU-enon^; 
but heite I " tiioiiglit Cecil eadlier «vaketluw tiiose 

of his Chambrce, lie stood looking down tiie kiigtliy 
narrow room wh&ce tke maa ia^ asleep aioBg tbe 
baie floor. 

Tired as over-worked cattle, and crunched or 
fitretched like worii-out homeless dogs^ thi&y had never 
wakened as Jie liad aoiieleaBi^ luuaiessed Jbimsd^ 
afid lie looked at tliem with that interest la olhor 
lives that had come to him through adversity; for if 
coisfortane had ^en him stzeagth^ k.had also ^vea 
Jilu sjinpathj* 

They were of marvellouslj vai'ious types — those 
.ialeepers broif^ht uinier oiie roof by fates the most dir 
Ferae* Close beside a hqge and sinewy hrnte of an 
Auvergnoty whose eeaxse bestial features and massive 
bull's head were £tter for a ^ailey-^ilave thuii a sol- 
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dier, were the symmetrical limbs and the oval deK- 
cate face of a man from the Vallej of the Bhone. 
Beneath a canopy of flapping tawny Mdld-beast Mbs, 
the spoils of his own hand, was flung the naked torso 
of one of the splendid peasants of the Sables d'Olonue ; 
one steeped so long in blood and wine and alcohol, 
that he had f <nrgotten the bine bright waves that broke 
on tiie western shores of his boylioud's home, save 
when he muttered thirstily in his dreams of the cool 
sea, as he was muttering now. Next him, curled^ 
dog-like^ with its round black head meeting its feet, 
was a wiry frame on wliich every muscle was traced 
like network, and the skin burnt black as jet under 
twenty years of African son. The midnight streets 
of Paris had seen its birth, the thieves' quarter had 
been its nest; it had no history, it had almost no 
humanity; it was a perfect machine for slaughter, no 
more — ^who had eirer tried to make it more f 

Farther on lay, sieepipg fitfully, a boy of scarcely 
more than seyenteen^ with rounded cheek and fair 
white limbs like a child's, whose uncovered chest was 
delicate as a girrs, and tlu'ough who^e long brown 
lashes tears in his slmuber were stealing as his rosy 
mouth murmmedj '^J£^/ m^e/ FatwremkreP* He 
was a young conscript taken from the ^ad Tine-coun- 
try of the Loire, and from the little dwelling up in 
the rock beside the sonny brimming rirer, and half- 
buried under its grape-leaves and coils, that was 
dearer to him than is the palace to its heir. There 
were many others beside these ; and Cecil looked at 
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them with those weary speculative meditative fancies 
which, very alien to his tempemment^ stole on him 
occasionally in the privations and loneliness of his 
existence here — loneliness in the midst of numbers, 
the most painful of all solitude. 

Life was bearable enough to him in the activity 
of campaigning, in the excitement of warfare ; there 
were times even when it yielded him absolute enjoy- 
ment, and brought him interests more f^uine and 
vivid than any he had known in his former world. 
But, in the monotony and the confinement of the 
barrack routine, his days were often intolerable to 
him. Morning after morning he rose to the same 
weary round of duty, the same series of petty irri- 
tations, of physical privations, of irksome repetitions, 
to take a toss of black rough coffee, and begiii. the 
day knowing it would bring with it endless annoy- 
ances without one gleam of hope. Kose to spend 
hours on the exercise-ground in the ^are of a burning 
sun, railed at if a troopei^s accoutrement were awry, 
or an insubordinate scoundrel had pawned his regu- 
lation-shirt ; to be incessantly witness of tyrannies and 
cruelties he was powerless to prevent, and which he 
continually saw undo all he had done, and render men 
desperate whom he had spent months in endeavour- 
ing to make contented ; to have as the only diversions 
for his few instants of lebure loathsome pleasures that 
disgusted the senses they were meant to indulge, and 
that brought him to scenes of low debauchery from 
which all the old fastidious instincts of his delicate 
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Jnxurioos taste recx)iled : with such a life as this he 
witea woBidflred re^gEedfnlly why, ootid tke many Aid) 
bworIs tkit kad cmaed fan owi^ none Jiad gone 

strai^rht to his heart ; why out of the many wounds 
that had kept him horedng on the cotu^es of the 
grove^ name kad e?er hconght kim tiie emd md the 
dbKyioneF dealiu 

Had he been subject to aH die miseries and per- 
sonal hardahipB of iiis fvesent earner, but Itad ksiHj 
owned lite power to comaumd, to pardoo, to lead^ and 
to direct, as Alan Bertie before him liud done with 
his Irregular Oavaliy in the Indian plains, fiueh a 
thoMght would never Ikave ccoaeed iiim ; iie was 
too thorough a acddier not ihen to kave been not only 
satisfied, but happy. AYhat made his Ufe in the bap- 
xac]pi of Alters so bitter were the impotency, the 
anbjeetioBy tke oompdled obe<iienee to a bidding tbat 
he knew often capricious and unjust as it was cruel, 
wJbich were so unendurable to his natural pride, yet 
to iMeb. be liad kkkerio rendeied nndeviating adke- 
eion and mdnnueion, less for bis own sake than &r 
that of the men around iiim, who, he knew, would 
back bim in revolt to the death, and be dealt with, ior 
aack kyaby tokim, in tke fashion tbat tke ¥ivandiM*e 
words iad pictured with such terrible force and 
truth. 

^is it woztb white to go on wztk kl Wonid it 
not be the wker way to draw my own sabre across 

my tluxiat ? " lie thought, as the brutalised compauion- 
•Mp m wkidi bis bf e was spent atmok on bim all tke 
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more darkly because, tlie nigiit before, a ^^uiuall's 
¥oice aa%d » woduui'a face lad lecaUed menones 
boned htc tvralre long yean. 

B«t, after bo long a Btand-up 6ght with fate, bo 
long a victoiy ow tlie tenpUtiion to let himself drift 
■0at Bi m opiom-frieep fraa tbe worid tbait bad giown 
«o dnklo him, it'woB «ot im bim lo giT« vnder nmr. 
In his own way he had fomid a duty to do here, 
though he would have laughed at oay one who should 
Imyeinedtiieword '^^ty*^ inocmBeKm wkkli^ In 
hk own way, amidst these wild spirit., who woaW h«ve 
b^en blown from the guns' mouths lo serve him, he had 
UMuie good tbe ^ Cesiir Yaillaiit Se Fait SoyaEone" 
of fais House. And he'was, monemet, by tins time, a 
French soldier at lieart and in hnhit, in almost all 
things, though the iilnglisli gentleman was not dead 
in kim imder the haxMSS of a Ghaaaenr d' Afnqoe. 

This morning he roused the men of his Oimmbiiie 
with that kindly gentleness wbidi had gone so far in 
its novelty to attach their liking; wont tinoo^ tke 
customary rontine of his potrt with lliait eanctitBde and 
■puTictnalitv of which he was alwavs careful to set the 
^xunplej made his breakfast off some wretched onion- 
Bonp and « roll i»f bla^ bread; node £fly miles in the 
blazing heat of the African day at the heMi of a floofe 
of hk cheteses-marmB on convoy duty, bringing m e^^oort 
ji Icngatnng of audae^waggoBBfKiai the in^on of the 
KaXMola, which, withoirt rach guard, might hanleheen 
Bwoopcd down on and borne off by some ]»reda,tory 
tribe; and. returned^ jaded, weary, p arcbed with 
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thirst, scorched through with heat, and covered with 
white dust, to be kept waiting in his saddle, by his 
Colonel's orders^ outside the barrack for three- 
quarters of an hour, whether to receiye a command 
or a censure he was left in ignorance. 

When the three-quarters had passed, he was told 
M. le Commandant had gone long ago, and did not 
require him I 

Cecil said nothing. 

Yet he reeled slightly as he threw himself out of 
saddle ; a nausea and a giddiness had come on him. 

To have passed nigh an hour motionless in his stirrups, 
with the skies like brass above hiju, whilst he was 
already worn with riding from sunrise well-nigh to 
sunset, with little to appease hunger and less to slake 
thirsty made him, despite himself^ stagger dizzily under 
a certain' Sense of blindness and exhaustion as he di»> 
mounted. 

The Chasseur who had brought him the message 
caught his aim eagerly. 

« Are you hurt, mon Caporal f " 

Cecil shook his head. The speaker was one known 
in the regimeut as Petit Picpon, who had begun hfe as 
a gamm of Paris^ and now bade fair to make one of the 
most brilliant of the soldiers of Africa. Petit Picpon 
li;id but one drawback to his military career — he was 
always hi insubordination ; the old (jamiu dare-devilry 
was not dead in him, and never would die ; and Petit 
Picpon accordingly A\ as perpetually a hero in the 
field and a ragamuffin in the times of peace. Of 
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course he was always arrayed against authority, and 
now, being fond of his gahnm with that curions 
dog-like deathless attachment that these natures, all 
reckless, wanton^ destructive, and mischievous though 
they be, so commonly bestow, he muttered a terrible 
curse under his fiercely curled moustadies. 

If the Black Hawk were nailed up in the sun like 
a kite on a barn-door, I would drive twenty nails 
through his throat I " 

Cecil turned rapidly on him* 

" Silence, sir ! or I must report you. Another speech 
like that, and you shall have a turn at Beylick.'* 

It went to his heart to rebuke the poor fellow for 
an outburst of indignation which had its root in 
regard for himself, but he knew that to encourage it 
by 80 much even as by an expression of gratitude for 
the affection borne him would be to sow further and 
deeper the poison-seeds of that inclination to mutiny, 
and that rebellious hatred against their chief, already 
only planted too strongly in the squadrons under 
Ch&teanroy's command. 

Petit Picpon looked as crestfallen as one of his 
fraternity could ; he knew well enough that what he 
had said could get him twenty blows of the matraquBj 
if his Corporal chose to give liim up to judgment ; 
but he had too much of the Parisian in him still not 
to have his say, though he should be shot for it. 

**Send me to Beylick if you like, Corporal,*' he 
said, sturdily ; " I was in wrath for you — not for my- 
self. DiantreT' 
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GedL was iafintdljr mant taodml than he dmsA, 
f «r flake of dtflcifline^ lor flake ni the a^peaker bimfldf, 

to show ; but bis gliuace dvvelli on Petit FicpoQ with a 
look that the qnid^ bkck^ monk^-iike. ejrea ^ the 
rebel nveva 8wi£t te xead* 

"I know," he said, gravely. I do not mUjudge 
you; but^ at the same time^ my name most neyer 
serve as a pretest for inaebordmation, S«ck men as 
care to pleasnre me will best do so inmakii^ my dnii^ 
light by their own self-K^ontrol and dbedience to the 
rnlaa of their flcrvice." 

He led bis boise snray, aad Betii FicpoB ivent «e 
on an errand he had been sent to do in the stieets for 
one of tiie oiiicess. i:'icp(»i was unmsnally theu^tf ul 
and sober in deportment for him^ since he was useettj 
ghren to making his progrefls alon^ aroad^ tdEen nnebh 
served by tliose in command over him, ^ faisani rom^^ 
With bands and hedls in the dexteroias somersenha 
of Ins eady days* 

Now he went along witliout nny unprofessional 
antics, biting the tip of a smokedroot cigar which he 
had picked up off the panrement in sheer tnstinrt^ re- 
tained from the old ^es wlm be bad used to rush is, 
the foremost of la qtceue, into the forsaken theatres of 
Bottlfos €t of Yaii^tes in search for tiiese oddaand ends 
wkieb the dspaxted endiengft tbA^ bave left b^md 
them ; — one of the favonarke modes of seekiz^ a lire- 
libood with the Paxisiajz night-lHrd& 

'^Dem I I witl ghre it vp, tiien/' resolved Picpon, 
half aloud, valorously. 

Now Picpon had come forth on evil thoughts intent* 
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His ofiicer — a careless and extravagant ma% th& 
rictet man in tiie regbnenfc — had gbren hna Aialiier 
small y^et ba<r, sealed, whih dbectkma to ttikm k to 
a certain notorious beanty of Algiers^ whose hand- 
SMfr Motesco eyeB sndled*— afc kesi he bettmd so 
—exclusively for the time on the sender* Piepen was. 
very quick, intelligent, and much liked by his snpe^ 
riorsy so that he was often employed on errands ; mi 
the tricks he played in the ezecntion thexeoi were so 
adroitlj done that l^ey were nerer detected. FScpon 
had chuckkd to himself over this mission. It was 
but the ivovk of an instant for the hthe mmye fingers 
of the ex-ganum to imdo the bag witlMmt tmidbia^ 
the seal, to see that it contained a hmidred Napoleotns 
with a note, to slip the gold into the folds of his cein- 
iwroOf to fill up tlie sack witk date-stones to make it 
assome its original form so tiiat noneceoM horre ima^ 
gined it had been tonched^ and to proceed with it 
thos to the Mocndi Uonnit, dwelling* !X!ho n^sro^ 
who always opened her door wotdd take it !a ; Ficpoa 
would hint to him to be careful, as it contained some 
rare and rich sweetmeats ; ncgiT) nature, he wellksewy 
wimid mepA him to search for the bonbons; and the 
bag, under his clumsy treatment^ would bear' phiiL 
marks of having been tampered with, and, as the 
African had a most thievish zeputatk>iiy he would 
never be believed if he sworehimadif gdldessL Vailh! 
here was a neat tiick ! If it had a drawback, it w as 
that it was too simple, too little A child 

might do it 

Still — ^a hundred Naps* I What fat geese, what 
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£agous of brandy, what dozens of wine, wliat rich 
soupsy what handsome monkierasi what tavern bai^ 
quets the3r would bring ! Piq>on bad chuckled agam 
as he arranged the little bag so carefully, with its 
date-stones, and pictured the rage of the beautiful 
Moor when she should discover the contents, and 
order the stick to her negro. Ah ! that was what 
Picpoii called fun ! 

To appreciate the full force of such fun, it is neces- 
sary to have also appreciated the gamin. To under- 
stand the legitimate aspect such a theft bore, it is 
. necessary to have also understood the unrecordable 
codes that govern the gentas praJtiqae^ into which the 
genus mmijiy when at maturity, develops. 

Picpon was quite in love with his joke ; it was only 
a good joke in his sight ; and, indeed, men need to 
live as hardly as an African soldier lives, to estimate 
the l ull temptation that gold can have when you have 
come to look on a cat as very good eating, and to 
have nothing to gnaw bat a bit of old shoe-leather 
through the whole of the long hours of a burning day 
of fatigue-duty; and to estimate, as well, the full 
width and depth of the renunciation that made him 
mutter now so valorously; ^ Dieu ! I will give it up, 
then!** 

Picpon did not know himself as he said it. Yet 
he tamed down into a lonely narrow lane> under 

marble walls, overtopped with fi<^ and palm from 
some fine gardens, undid the bag fur the second time, 
whisked out the date-stones and threw them over the 
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walli so that they should be out of his ' reach if he 
repented, pat back the NapoUons, closed the little 

sack, ran as hard as he could scamper to his destina- 
tion, delivered his charge into the fair lady's own 
hands^ and relieved his feelings by a score of somer- 
sanlts along the pavement as fast as ever he could go. 

"Jfa cantche!^* he thought, as he stood on his 
head, with his legs at an acute angle in the air, a po- 
sition very favoured by him for moments of reflection 
— ^he said Ids brain worked better upside down. " 3£a 
cantche ! what a weakness, what a weakness I What 
remorse to have yielded to it I Beneath you, Picpon 
^utterly beneatli you. Just because that ci-devaui 
says such follies please him in us ! 

Picpon (then in his gamin stage) had been enrolled 
in the Chasseurs at the same time with the ^ ci-de- 
vantf" as they called Bertie, and, following his gamin 
nature, had exhausted all his resources of impudence, 
maliciousness, and power of tormenting, on the ^ aris- 
tocrat;" somewhat disappointed, however, tliat the 
utmost ingenuities of his insolence and even his ma- 
liguity never succeeded in breaking the aristocrat's " 
silence and contemptuous forbearance from aJl repri- 
sal. For the first two years the hell-on-earth which 
life with a Franco-Arab regiment seemed to Cecil, 
was a hundred-fold embittered by the brutalised jests 
and mosquito-like torments of this httle odious clum- 
panzee of Paris. 

One day, however, it chanced that a detachment 
of Chasseurs, of which Cecil was one^ was cut to 

VOL, II. P 
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pieces Isf bqA an orerwliebDiiig mass of Ajabs, 
tint scmroe » dom of them eotid force thor WKy 

through the Bedouins witii life ; he was amongst 
tfaoie hfWy mi a lUght at foil speed was the sole 
dtaooe of regaining their eBeampment. Just ms 

he had shaken liis bridle free of the Arabs' clutch, 
and had mowed hiiaaelf a clear path through their 
nnks* he esnflht sisht of his voooff enemr, FiqMSi, 
ZZ gZTwTa off in U,^ 

guarding his head, with bleeding hands, as the horses 
trampled. ov«r him* To make a dash at the boy, 
thoo^ to Imger a moment vas to risk «ertain death, 
to send Iiis steel through an Arab who came in his 
way, to lean down and catcli iioid of the lad's sash, 
to swing him op iato his saddle and throw him across 
it in front of hiniy and to char^ afresh through the 
storm of musket-balls, and ride on thus burdened, was 
the wodc of ten seconds with ^ Bel-4-£aire-peur." 
And he brought the boy safe orer a strabch of six 
leagues in a flight fur life, tliuugh the imp no more 
deserred the compassion than a sooi^ion that has 
spent all its mzions day stingmg «t every pomt of 
nnoorerad flesh woold merit t gn d e mess from the 
hand it had poisoned. 

When he was swnng down from ihe saddle and 
laid in front of avidette fire^ sheltered from the bitter 
north wind that was then blowing cruelly, tiic bright, 
blacky ape-hke eyes of the Parisian ddablotm opened 
with a strange ^eam in them: 

^^PUpon s*sn tawokndira^ he mummied* 
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AbgI Ficpon liad kept liis 'vrard ; be had tenm- 

bered often ; he reraembered now, standing on hiM 
bead and thinking of his hundred Napc^eons surren- 
dered because thieviiig ai&d stealmg in the legimeBt 
gave pdn to that ^ddly prejudioed eindrnxnt. Thin 
was the sort of loyalty that the Franco-Arabs ren- 
deced ; this was the sort ef ifiikienoe that 4iie Engliflb 
Goaidsman exercised amongst hvs Rotunis. 

Meantimej while Piq>on made a haman cone of 
Mmself; to the admiration of the polyglot crowd of 
tiie Aigerine ^tireet, Oedly itavisg watered, led, and 
littered down his tired horse, made liis way a littfe 
cafe he coiamoaly frequented, and spent the few sous 
be coold alEord 'On an iced draught of lenooi^flaviyared 
drink. Eat be could not; over-fatigue kad given 
him a nausea for food, and the last hour, motionless 
in the intense glcrw of the afternoon i^m, hadlnroi^ht 
that racldng pain tbrougb bis temples ivbieb assailed 
him rarely now, but which in his fii'st years in .\.frica 
had given him many hours of agony. He could not 
stay in the cafe ; it was the hour of dinner for many, ' 
and the odours joined with the noise -wm insup- 
portable to him. 

A few doors farther in the street, which was 
chiefly of Jewish and Moslem dhops, there ^as a 
quaint place, kept by an old j\Ioor, •who had some 
of the rarest and most beautiful treasui-es of Alge- 
lian wQikmanship in his long, daxk, ^ent cbamr 
bers. With this old man Geefl had sometbifig of a 
friendship ; he had protected him one day from the 

p2 
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mockery and outrage of some dnmken Indig^nes^ 
and the Moor, warmly grateful, was ever ready to 

give him a cup of coffee and a hubble-bubljle in the 
stillness of his dwelling. Its resort was sometimes 
welcome to Him as the one spot, quiet and noiseless^ 
to which he could escape out of the continuous 
turmoil of street and of baiTack, and he went thither 
now. He found the old. man sitting cross-legged be- 
hind his counter ; a noble4ooking aged Mussulman, 
with a long beard like white silk, with cashmeres and 
broidered stuffs of peerless texture hanging above his 
head, and all around him things of silver, of gold, of 
ivory, of amber, of feathers, of bronze, of emerald*), 
of ruby, of beryl, whose rich colours glowed through 
the darkness. 

<<No coffee, no sherbet, thanks, good father," said 
Cecil, in answer to the Moor's hosj)itable entreaties. 

Qive me only license to sit in the quiet here. I am 
very tired.** 

Sit and be welcome, my son,'' said Ben Arsli. 

" Whom should this roof shelter in honour, if not 
theel Musjid shall bring thee the supreme solace.'* 
The supreme solace was a nargliiM, and its great 
bowl of rosc-\\ ater was soon sot down by the little 
Moorish lad at Cecil's side. Whether fatigue really 
weighted his eyes with slumber, or whether the sooth- 
ing sedative of the pipe had its influence, he had not sat 
long in the perfect stillness of the Moor s shop before 
the narrow view of the street under the awning with- 
out was lost to him, the lustre and confusion of 
shadow^' hues s^\ uiu awLiiu before Lis eyes, the throb- 
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biiig pain in his temples givw duller, and he slept^ 
the heavy, dreamless sleep of intense exhaustion. 

Ben Arsli glanced at him, and bade Musjid be 
very quiet. Half an hour or more passed ; none had 
entered the place. The grave old Moslem was half 
slumbering himself, when there came a delicate odonr 
of perfumed laces, a delicate rastle of silk swept the 
floor; a lady's voice asked the price of an ostrich-egg, 
superbly mounted in gold. Ben Axsli opened his eyes 
—the Chasseur slept on: the new-comer was one 
of those great ladies who now and then winter in 
Algeria. 

Her carriage waited without : she was alone, making 
purchase of those innumerable splendid trifles with 
which Algiers is rife, while she drove through the 
town in the cooler hour before the sun sank into the 
western sea. 

Tiie Moor rose instantly, with profound salaams, 
before her, and began to spread before her the richest 
treasures of his stock. Under ple& of the light, he 
remained near the entrance with her ; money was dear 
too him, and must not be lost, but he would make it 
if he could without awakening the tired soldien Mar- 
yellons caskets of mother-of-pearl; carpets soft as 
down, with every brilliant hue melting one within 
another; coffee equipages, of inimitable metal work; 
silver statuettes, exquisitely chased and wrought; 
feather-fans, and screens of eveiy beauty of device, 
were spread before her, and many of them were 
bought by her with that unerring grace of taste and 
lavishness of expenditure which were her character- 
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istics, but which are far from alwa}"!? found in unistm ; 
and throaghoat har afUYej-^ Bea Aisii had hxft lier 
near tiie entrttnee, and Cecil liad slept ea mummed 
hj the low tones of their Toices. 

Aroll of notes had passed from h» hand to tiie 
Moslem's, and she was abdnt to pass out to her car- 
riage, when a lamp which hnng at the farther end 
caught her fancy. It was very singular, a mingling 
of eokmred glass^ sitrer, gold, and ivovj being wvoi^ht 
in iinth mndh beauty in its formation. 

" Is that for sale ? " she inquu-ed. 

As he answered in the affirmative, she mo^ed np 
the shop, and, her eyes being lifted to the lamp, had 
drawn close to Cecil before she sj\w him. »Tien she 
did so, she paused near, in astonishment : 
Is that soldier adeep? ^ 

" He is, Madame," softly answered the old man, 
in his slow, studie<l French. "He comes here to 
Test sometimes ont of the noise ; he was very tired^ 
toK[ft7, and I think ill, would he hare confessed it.^ 

"Indeed ! Her eyes fell on him with compassion ; 
he had fallen into an attitude of mndi grace, and ei 
utter ezhanstion ; his head was nncorered and rested 
on one arm, so that the face was turiicd upward. With 
a woman's rapid comprehensive glance she saw the 
dark shadow like a bntbe under his dosed aching tjea, 
she saw the weary pain upon his forehead, she saw the 
whiteness of his hands, the slenderness of his wrists, 
the softness of his hair ; she saw, as she had seen before, 
that whatever he might be now, in some past time he 
had been a man of gentle blood, of courtly bearing. 
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He is a Chasseur (FAfriqne ! " she asked the Mos- 

'^YeSy Madame. I iSkauk lie nmst hvme been 

something' vciy different some day." 

She did not answer ; she stood with her thoughtful 
ejes gaxiiig cm the woro-ont soldier. 

^ He saved me once, Madame, at much risk to 
hiiBself, from the savageij of some Turcos^'' the 
M mm went on. ^Of course he is ahnrfrs welcome 
tinder my roof. The companionship he has must be 
bitter to him, I fancy; they do say he would luive 
had his officex^s grade, and the cro6% too, long before 
XHmv if it were not for his OokMid's hatred." 

Ah I I liave seen him before now; he carves in 
ivory. I suppose he has a good sale for those things 
with joa ? " 

The Moor looked up in amttement. 

"In ivory, Madame? — he? Allah-il-Allah I I 
mewvr heard of it. It is strange—'' 

^ Veiy stmnge. Doabtiess yon wookl hsm giyen 
liim ;i i^^)od price for them?" 

" 6u»iiy I would ; any price he should have wished. 
Do I not owe him my life f " 

At that moment little Musjid let fall a vahiable 
coffee-tray, inlaid with amber; his master, with 
mattered apokgjTy hastened to the scene of accident ; 
the noise startled Oedl, and -his eyes mudoeed to all 
the dreamy fantastic colours of the place, and met 
those bent on him in musing pity — saw that lustrous, 
hau^itj, delicate head bending alightljdown thxoc^h 
the many-coloiired shadows. 
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He thought he was dreaming, yet on instinct he 
rose, staggering slightly^ for sharp pain was still darU 
iiig through his head and temples. 

"Madame I pardon me! Was I sleeping*? " 

" You were, and rest again. You look ill ! " she 
said^ gently; and there was, for a moment, less of 
that accent in her voice which, the night before, had 
marked so distinctly, so pointedly, the line of demar- 
cation between a Princess of Spain and a soldier of 
Africa. 

" I thank you, I ail nothing." 
He had no sense that he did, in the presence of 
that face which had the beauty of his old life; under 
the charm of that yoice which had llie mu«c of his 
buried years. 

" I fear that is scarcely true f " she answered him. 
Yon look in pain ; though as a soldier, perhaps, you 
will not own it 1 " 

A headache from the sun — no more, Madame." 
He was careful not again to forget the social gulf 
which yawned between them. 

That is ^uite bad enough ! Your service must 
be severe?" 

<<Iii Africa, Miladi; one cannot expect indul- 
gence." 

" I suppose not. You have served long 1 " 

Twelve years, Madame." 
^ And your name f 

" Louis Victor." She fancied there was a slight 
abruptness in the reply, as though he were about to 
add some other name, and checked himself. 
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She entered it in the little book from which she had 
taken her bank-notes. 

I may be able to serve yoQ^" she said^ as she 
wrote. ^^I will speak of you to the Marshal; and 
when I return to Paris, I may have an opportunity 
to bring your name before the Emperor. He is as 
rapid as his uude to reward military merit ; but he 
has not his uncle's opportuiiities for personal observa- 
tion of his soldiers." 

The colour flushed his forehead. 
You do me much honour," he said, rapidly, " but 
if you would gi-atif y me, Madame, do not seek to do 
anything of the kind." 

" And why ? Do you not even desire the cross ? 

"I desire nothing, except to be forgotton," 
You seek what others dread, then I " 

*'It may be so. At any rate, if you would serve 
me, ^Madame, never say what can bring me into 
notice." 

She regarded him with much surprise^ with some 

slight sense of annoyance ; she had bent far in ten- 
dering her influence at the French Court to a private 
soldier, and his rejection of it seemed as ungracious 
as it was inexplicable. 

At that moment the Moor joined them, 
<<Miladi has told me, Monsieur Victor, that you 
are a flrst-rate carver of ivories. How is it you have 
never let me benefit by your art ? " 

My things are not worth a sou," muttered Cecily 
hmridly. 

You do them great injustice, and youiself also,'* 
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said the grande dame^ more coldlj than she had before 
spoken, Your caryings are singnkrlj perfect^ and 
riioiild luring jmi conndenUe rttmiB!* 

^Why have you never shown them to me at 
least % " paraaed Ben ArsU — why not have gLYen 
me my optknt** 

The blood flushed Cecil's face again ; he turned to 
the Princess, 

^< I withheld them^ Madame, not becanse he would 
have underpriced, boi orerpnced thBnL He rales a 
triflinfif act of mine of long ago so unclui} 

She bent her head in silence ; jet a mure grateful 
comprehension of his motive she coold not have g^ven 
than her glance alone gare. 

Ben Arsli stroked his great beard; more moyed 
than his Moslem digmfcjr would show. 

Always so ! " he muttered, " always so I My son, 
in soma life before this, was not generosity your 
ruin? " 

^Miladi was about to purchase that lamp! ^ adced 

Cecil, aroiding the question. iicr Highness will 
not find anything like it in all Algiers^' 

The lamp waa taken down, and the ooiXTeiaatiQia 
tnmed from himself. 

" ^lay I bear it to your carziage, Madame ? " he 
askedy as she moved to kave^ having madehherowny 
while her footman carried out the smallar arfticka she 
had bought to the equipage. She bowed in silence ; 
she w as very proud^ she was not wholly satisfied with 
herself for having conversed thus with a Ohaeaemr 
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d'Afriqne in a Moor's bazaar. Still, she vaguely felt 
{uty for this man; she equaUj vagoelj desired to 
serve liim, 

^Waity MoiUDeor Yict€r!" she sasd^ as he dosed 

the door of her carriage. " I accepted jour chessmen 
last nighty but j&a are very certaia that it m impoe- 
aifole i can retain then on such tennsJ* 

A shadow darkened his face. 
Let your, dogs break thfixrx^ the% Madame. They 
ahall not come bade to me*" 

^Yon mistake^ I did not mean thaft I wvnld send 
them back. I simply desii*e to offer you some equiva- 
lent for them* There nnist be sonM^ttiimg that ycm 
msh fort — something whidi would be acceptable to 
you in the life you lead ? ** 

" I have already named the only thing I desire." 

He had been solidtons to remember and soslain 
the enormons^ difference in their social d^rees ;. bat 
at the offer of her gifts, of her patronage, of her re- 
compense^ the pride of hia dd life rose np to meet her 
own» 

**To be forgotten? A sad wish! Xay, surely 
life in a regiment of Africa cannot be so cloudless that 
it can create in you no other I " 
It is not. I have anoliher.^ 
^''Then tell it to me ; it shall be gratified." 
It is to enjoy a luxury long ago lost for ever. It 
is-^o be allowed to give the slight coorfceayof a 
gentleman without being tendered the wage ui a 
servant/' 
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She understood him ; she was moved| too, bj the 
inflexion of his voice. She was not so cold^ not so 
negligent, as the world called her* 

"I had passed my word to grant it; I cannot 
retracti" she answered hu% after a pause. I will 
press nothing more on yon. Bnt — as an obligation to 
me — can you find no way in which a ruuleau of gold 
would benefit your men! 

^ No way that I can take it for them. Bat, if yon 
care indeed to do them a charity, a little wine, a little 
fruit, a few flowers (for there aie tliose among them 
who love flowers)^ sent to the hospital, will bring 
many benedictions on your name, Madame. They 
lie in infinite misery there!" 

"I will remember," she said, simply, while a 
thoughtful sadness passed over her brilliant face. 

Adieu ! M. le Caporal ; and, if you should think 
better of your choice, and will allow your name to be 
mentioned by me to His Majesty, send me word 
through my people. There is my card." 

The carnage whirled away down the crooked street ; 
he stood under the tawny awning of the Moorish 
house, with the thin glazed card in his hand. On it 
was printed : 

^Mme* la PrincesH Corona dl^Amdgue, 

H6tel CoronOf FarisP 

In the corner was written, "Villa Aiotissa, Algiers." 
He thrust it in the folds of his sash, and turned 
within. 

Do you know her ? ^ he asked Ben Aisli. 
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The old man shook his head. 

" She is the most beautiful of thy many fair 
Frankish women. I never saw her till to-day. She 
seemed to hare an interest in thee, my son. Bat 
listen here. Touching these ivory toys — ^if thou dost 
not bring henceforth to me all the work in thein that 
thou doest| thou shalt never come here more to meet 
the light of her eyes." 

Cecil smiled and pressed the Moslem's hand. 

^'I kept them awav because vou would have 
given me a hundred piastres for what had not been 
worth one. As for her eyes, tliey are stars that 
shine on another world than an African trooper's. 
Sobestr 

Yet they were stars of which he thought more, as 
he wended his way back to the barracks, than of the 
splendid constellations of the Algerian evening that 
shone with all the lustre of the day, but with a soft 
enchanted light which transfigured sea and earth 
and skj as never did the day's f uU glow, as he re- 
turned to the mechanical duties, to the thankless ser- 
vices, to the distasteful meal, to the riotous mirth, to 
the coarse comradeship, which seemed to him to-night 
more bitter than they had ever done since his very 
identity, his Ycry existence, had been killed and buried 
past recall, past resurrection, under the ke^i d'ordonr 
nance of a Chasseur d'Afrique. 

Meantime the Princesse Corona drove homeward 
— homeward to where a temporary home had been 
made by her in the most elegant of the many snow- 
white villas that stud the sides of the Sahel and face 



Digitized by Google 



UKDJIB TWO FLAiaS* 



the bright bow of the sunlit bay ; a villa with bal- 

conies, aiid a\vnings, and cool silent cliainbers, and 
rich glowing gardens, and a broad low roof half 
ludden ia baf and ocaage and myrde and bafiiiica^ 
md the li(]md soaad of waters babbling beneath a 
riotous loxunanoe of blosftonu 

Madame la Fiinoesse passed from her caniiigd 
to her own mdming-room, and sank down on a 
couch a little listless and weary with hei' search 
aflu»Dg the treasoxes of the Algerine baaaara. It was 
purposeless work, after alL Had she not bronzes, 
and porceliiiiis, and bric-a-brac, and ohjeis (Tart m 
^imuoL in her Eoman villa, her Pai-isian hdtel, ^ 
great grim palace in the far Asturias f 

Not one of those tilings do I want — not one shall 
I look at twice. The money would have been better 
at the soldiers' hospital," she thought, while her ejios 
dwelt on a dies»4able near her — a table on whidi 
the mimic hosts of Chasseurs and Arabs were ranged 
in opposed squadrons* 

She took i^e White King in her hand and gazed 
at it with a certaui interest. 

"That man has been noble once," she thought. 

What a fate 1 — ^wbat a cruel fate ! " 

It touched her to great pity ; although proud wiiii 
too intense a pride, her nature was exceedingly ge- 
nerous, and, when once moved, de^ j compassionate. 
The nnerring glance of a woman habituated to tiie 
first society of Europe had told her that the accent, 
the bearing the ton€^ the features of this ^soldier. 
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wilo only asked of life " obliviou," were those of oue 
origmallj^f gentle blood; and the dignity «nd par 
lience of his acceptance of the indignities wliicli Ids 
present rank entailed on him had not escaped her, any 
mm Ihsa the deikate beoidj of hk £aoe as she had 
Men it, weary, pale, and ihadowed with pain^ in the 
BBOOiiscious revektioii of slee^ 

^How hitter liis life mwst be I" fihe nuiaed. 

When Philip 'Comes, perhaps he wiH know of some 
Vk'ay to aid him. And yet — wliu can serve a man who 
only desires to be foigotten ? " 

Then, with a certain impatient sense of some ab- 
sard discrepancy, of somennseemly occupation, in her 
thus dwelling; on the wishes and the burdens of a 
90UB^^fumr of Xiight Cayalry^ she laughed a little and 
put the White Chief back onoe more in his place. 
Yet even as she set the king amongst his mimic forces, 
the Teiy oarvi^ themselves seemed to retain their 
axttst in her nenaQiy* 

There ^vas about them an indescribable elegance, 
an exceeding grace and beauty, which spoke of a 
knowled^ of art and <£ a refinement of taste far 
beyond tliose of a mere military amateur in the one 
who had produced theaa. 

What ooidd bdng a man of that talent, with that 
address, into the ranks f she mnsed. ^^Persons 
of good family, of onoe fine positiou, come here, they 
say, and live and die nnrecognised under the Imperial 
flag« It is nsnally some dishonour that driv^ them 
out of theii' own worlds* i it may be so with hiiu. Yet 
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he does not look like one whom shame has touched ; 
he is pxoud still — prouder than he knows. More 

likely it is the old old story — a high name and a 
narrow fortune — the ruin of thousands! He is 
French^ I suppose; a French aristocrat who has 
played €tu roi depouilUy most probably, and buried 
himself and his iiistoiy for ever beneath those two 
names that tell one nothing — Louis Victor. Well, it 
is no matter of mine. Very possibly he is a mere 
adventurer with a good manner. This army here is 
a pot-pourxiy they sayi of all the varied sconndrelisms 
of Europe!** 

She left the chess-table and went onward to the 
dressing and bath and bed-cliambers, which opened 
in one suite from her boudoir^ and resigned herself 
to the hands of her attendants for her dinner- 
toilette. 

The Moslem had said aright of her beauty ; and 
now, as her splendid hair was unloosened and gathered 

up afresh with a crescent-shaped comb of gold that 
was not brighter than the tresses themselves^ the bril- 
liant, haughty, thoughtful face was of a truth, as he 
had said, tlic fairest that had ever come from the 
Frankish shores to the hot African seaboard. Many 
beside the old Moslem had thought it ^^the fairest 
that e'er the sun shone on,** and held one grave lus- 
trous glance of the blue imperial eyes above aught 
else on earth. Many had loved her — ^all without re- 
turn. Yet, although only twenty years had passed 
over her proud head, the Princess Corona d'Amiigue 
had been wedded and been widowed. 
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Wedded, mth no other sentiment than that of a 
oertam pity and a certain honoor for the man whose 

noble Spanish name she took. Widowed, by a 
death that was the seal of her mamage-sacrameut^ 
and left her his wife only in name and law. 

The marriage had left no chain upon her ; it had 
only made her mistress of wide wealth, of that villa 
on the Sicilian Sea, of that light apadons palace- 
dwelling in Paris that bore her name, of that vast 
majestic old castle throned on brown Estremaduran 
crags, and looldng down on mighty woods of cork and 
chesnnt, and flashing streams of faUing water hurling 
through the gorges. The death had left no regret 
upon her ; it had only given her for a while a graver 
shadow over the brilliancy of her yonth and of her 
beauty, and given her for always— or for so long, at 
least, as she so chose to use it — a plea for that indif- 
ference to men's worship of her which their sex called 
heaitlessness, which her own sex thonght an ultra- 
refined coquetry, and which was in real truth neither 
the one nor the other, but simply the negligence of a 
woman very difficult to touch, and, as it had seemed, 
imposnble to diarm. 

None knew quite aright the history of that mar- 
riage. Some were wont to whisper it ^' ambition 
and, when that whisper came round to her, her 
splendid hps would curl with as splendid a scorn. 

**Do they not l^now that scarce any marriage can 
mate us equally! " she would ask; for she came of a 
great Line that thought few loyal branches on 

VOL. 11. Q 



Digitized by Google 



326 



Un>EB TWO VIAOS* 



equalit)' \vit\i it ; ami -lie cherislied as things of 
strictest creed and fact the legends that gave to lier 
noe^ with ita amber hair and its eyes of Bappliire blue^ 
the blood of King Ar&nr in their yeins. 

Of a surety it was not anil »it ion that had allied her, 
aa his death-bed^ with Beltraa Gocona d'Amaga^; 
but what it was the world could never tell precisely* 
The world would not have helieved if it had heard 
the truth — the tmth that it had becu^ in a dif^ient 
f ashion^ a gleam of something of that same compassion 
which now made her merdlfiil to a private trooper of 
Africa wiiich had wedded her to the dead Spanish 
Prince : compassion which, with many another rich 
and generons thing, lay beneath her coldness and her 
pride as the golden stamen lies folded within the 
white virginal chill cup of the lily. 

She had never felt a toach of even passing prefer* 
ence to any one ont of the many who had sought her 
high-born beauty; she was too proud to be easily 
moved to such selection, and she was far too habituated 
to homage to be wrought upon by it ever so slightly. 
She was of a noble, sun-lit, gracious nature : she had 
been always happy, always obeyed, always caressed, 
always adored; it had rendered heae immeasurably 
contemptuous of flattery ; it had rendered her a little 
contemptuous of pain. She had never had aught to 
regret ; it was not possible that she could realise what 
regret was. 

Hence men ciilied and found her very cold ; yet 



bigiiized by Google 



THE MI8TBE6S Of THE WHITE KING. 



ihose of her own kin whom she loyed knew that the 
heart of a summer rose ^raa not warmer, nor sweeter, 

nor richer than hers. And first amongst these was 
her half-hrother, twenty years her souor— «t once 
her guardian and her slave who thought her 
perfect, and would no more have crossed iicr 
than he would have set his foot on her beautiful 
imperial head. Oorona, d'Amagu^ had been his 
friend ; the only one for whom he had ever sought 
to break her unvarying indifference to her laver^ but 
for whom even he had pleaded vainly nntil one antunm 
season, when they had stayed together at a great 
archducal castle in South Austria. 

In one of the forest-glades, awaiting the fanfare of 
the hunt, she re jected, for the third time, the passicmate 
supplication of the superb noble who ranked "\^^th 
the D'Ossuna and the Medinarbidoniat He rode 
from her in great bitterness, in grief that no way 
moved her — she was importuned with these entreaties 
to weariness. An hour after, he was brought past 
her, wounded and senseless ; he had saved her brother 
from imminent death at his own cost, and the tusiks 
of the migiity Styrian boar had plunged through 
and through his frame as they had met in the narrow 
woodland glade. 

He will be a cripple — a paralysed cripple — ^for 
life r* said the one whose life had been rescued by 
this devotion to her ; and his lips shook a Htde under 
hia goldra beard as he spoke« 

0,2 
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She looked at him ; she Icred him well, and no 
homage to herself oonld have moved her as this sacci- 

- fice for her brother had done. 

You think he will liYet"* ahe asked* ' 
^ Thegr sftj it ia nue. He maj live on to old age. 
But hoirt My God ! what a death in life! And all 
for my sake, in my stead 1** 

She was silent several moments; then she raised 
her f aoe^ a little paler than it had heen, bat widi a 
pabniuiiless resolve set ou it. 

^ Philips iM do not leave onr debts unpaid* Go; 
teU him I wiU be his wif e.*" 

Iliji wife — now I Venetia ! 

GoP she said, briefly. Tell him what I say." 
^ Bat what a sacrifice I In your beaaty^ in joor 
youth 

''He did not count cost. Are we less generous! 
Go— tell him." 

He was told ; and was repaid. Snch a light of 
unutterable joy burnt through the misty agony of his 
eyes as never, it seemed to those who saw, had 
beamed before in mortal eyes. He did not once 
hesitate at the acceptance of her self-surrender ; he 
only pleaded that the marriage ceremony should pass 
between them that nig^t. 

There were notaries and many priests in the great 
ducal household; all was done as he desired. She 
consented withoat wavering ; she had passed her 
wordy die wonld not have withdrawn it if its re- 
demption had been a thousand times more bitter. 
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The honoar of her house was dearer to her than 
any individual happiness. This man, for them, had 

lost peace, health, joy, strength, every hope of life ; 
to dedicate her own life to liim| as he had vuinly 
prajed her when in the f nil glow and Tigoor of ids 
manhood, was the only means by which thdr yast debt 
to him could be paid. To thus pay it was the instant 
choice of her high code of honooTi and of a gene- 
rosity that wonld not be outran* Moreover, she 
pitied hiiu unspeakciljly, though her heart liad no 
tenderness f or Iiim ; she had dismissed him with cold 
disdain, and he had gone from her to save the only 
creatm^ that she loved, and was stretched a stricken, 
broken, helpless wreck, with endless years of and 
weariness before him ! 

So — at midnight, in the great dim magnificence of 
the state chamber where he lay, and with the low, 
soft chanting of the chapel choir from afar echoing 
through the incensed air, she bent her haughty head 
down over his couch, and the marriage benediction 
was spoken over them. 

His voice was faint and broken, bat it had the 
thrill of a pasdonate triumph in it. When the last 
words were uttered, he lay awhile, exhausted, silent, 
only looking ever upward at her with his dark, 
dreamy eyes, in which the old love glanced so 
strangely through the blindness of pain. Then he 
smiled as the last echo of the choral melodies died 
softly on the silence. 

^ Tliat is joy enough ! Ah I have no fear. With 
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liie dawn you will be free oiice more. Did you 
think that I eanki fasre taken your sacrifice T I 
knevr -wviiy lei them mcy m thej would, that I Aodd 
not Kve the night throngh. But, lest existence 
should linger to cuive to diam yon, I rent 
the litteu haoda off my wounds an hovr ago. All 
lliefr science mil not put back the life fww! My 
limbs are dead, and tiie cold steab up I Ah, love! 
ah^ k>v« I Yen never thought how men can suffer ! 
Bat ha^ no grief for me. I am happj. Bend 
jour head down, and lay your lips ou mine once. 
Yon ate my own I — death is sweeter tiuui life T' 
And bef oie mnrise he died. 

Some shadow from that fatal and tragic midnight 
marriage rested on her still. Though she was 
hlameleMfi soma vagne r em or se ever hannted her; 
&ough she had been so wholly guiltless of it, this 
death for her sake ever seemed in some sort of 
her bringing. thouglit lier only colder, only 

pronder; hot they ested. She was one of those 
women who, beneath the courtly negligence of a 
chill manner, are capable of infinite tenderness, in£- 
nlte nobility, and infinite self -^repfoach. 

A gnctFnndi painter once, in Borne, looking on 
her from a distance, shaded his eyes with his hand, 
as if her beauty, like the sun, dazzled him. 

fijcqnisite-^npeKb I** hemnttmd; and he was a 
man whose own ideals were so matchless that living 
women rarely could ring out his praise, " She is 
neariy perfect, your Princess Ckuxma I** 
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" Nearly I" cried a Eomaii sculptor. " What, in 
Heaven's name, can she want I" 
« Only one thing r 

"And that is T 

*^ To have lovetU^ 

Wherewith he tnmed into the Oreco. 

He had found the one flaw — and it was still tliere. 
What he had missed in her, still was wanting. 
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CHAPTEEIX 

THE UTTLB LBOPABD OF FRANCE* 

" V*la ee que f^eH la gloire—au grabat 
The contemptuous sentence was crushed through 
Cigarette's tight-pressed biight-red lips with an irony 
sadder than tears* She was sitting on the edge of a 
grahaty hard as wood, comfortless as a truss of straw, 
and looking down the long hospital-room with Its 
endless rows of beds and its hot sim shining blind-^ 
in^y on its glaring whitewashed walls* 

She was well known and well loved there. When 
her little brilliant>haed figure fluttered| like some 
scarlet bird of Africa^ down the dreary length of 
those chambers of misery, bloodless lips close-clenched 
in torture would stir with a smile, would move w ith a 
word of welcome* No tender-Toiced dove-eyed Sister 
of Orders of Mercy, gliding grey and soft, and like 
a living psalm of consolation, beside those couches of 
miseiy^ bore with them the infinite inexpressible 
charm that the Friend of the Flag brought to the 
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sufferers. Tlie Sisters were good, were gentle, were 
valued as they merited by the greatest blackguard 
prostrate there ; but they never smiiedi they neyer 
took the dying heart of a man back "with one glance 
to the days of his childhood, they never gave a wild 
snatch of songi like a bird's on a spring-blossoming 
bough, ihat thrilled throngh half-dead senses with a 
thousand voices from a thousand buried liours. 

But the Little One,*' as said a gaunt grey-bearded 
Zephyr once^ where he lay with the death-<;hill steal- 
ing slowly up his jagged, torn frame — ^*^ihe Little 
One — do you see — she is youth, she is life; she is 
all we have lost* That is her charm! The Sisters 
are good women, they are very good ; but they only 
pity us. The little one, she loves us. That is the 
^ dijfference, do you see f 

It was all the difference— a wide difference; she 
loyed them all, with the warmth and fire of her 
young heart, for sake of France and of then* common 
Flag* And though she was but a wild wayward 
mischierons gamin, a gamm all over though in a 
girl's form, men would tell in camp and hospital, 
with great tears coursing down their brown scarred 
cheeks, how her touch would fall as softly as a snow- 
flake on their heated f ordieads, how her watch would 
be kept by them through long ni^ts of torment, 
how her gifts of golden trinkets would be sold or 
pawned as soon as receiyed to buy them ice or wine, 
and how in their delirium the sweet fresh voice of 
the Child of the Begiment would soothe them, singing 
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abmo their wretched beds some carol or chant of 
their own native province, which k always seemed 
tiiat she mart know bjmagic* Far, weie it Basque or 
Breton, were it a Bea-lay of Yend^ <^ a moantain- 
song of the Orientales, were it a mere ringing rhjme 
' for the ntaiaB of Akace^ or a wild bold lomanesqiie 
from tiie oomitry of Beniy Cigarette knew each 
and all, and never erred by any chance, hut tn er song 
to every soldier the rhythm familiar from his infancy, 
the melodj of hia moCher^a cnuUMong and of bis 
fint love's lips. And theie had been times when 
those songs suddenly breaking through the darkness 
of nighty snddenlj hdhng the fieiy angnish of 
woonds, had made the men who one hoar before had 
been like mad dogs, like goaded tigers, men full of 
the lusts of slaughter and the lusts of the senses, and . 
chained powerless and blaq^ieming to a bed of 
agony, tremble and dhndder at ihemselyei^ and torn 
their faces to the wall and weep like children, 
and fall asleep, at length, wbk wandering dreams of 
Ood. 

*^ FVa ce que cest lagloire — mi grahat /" said Ciga- 
rette^ now grinding her prettjr teeth* She was in 
her most revoiutionaiy and reckless mood, dram- 
ming the rataplan with her spuned heels, and sitting 
siiiokiijg on the comer of old Miou-Matou s mattress. 
Mioa-MatoOi who had acqnired that title among 
the joyeWB for his scientific powers of making a 
tom-cat into a stew so divine that j ou could not tell 
it from rabbit, being kid np with a ball in his hip^ a 
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spear-head between his shoulders^ a rib or so broken, 
and one or two ofcher litde trifling casualties. 

Miou-Matou, who looked very like an old grizzly 
bear, laughed in the depths of his great hairy chest. 

Dream of glory, and end on a fff(ih(xt / Jnst so, 
just so. And yet one lias pleasures— to sweep off an 
Arbico's neck nice and clean — swash T* And he de- 
Scribed a drde witii his lean brawny arm with as 
infinite a relish as a dilettante grown blind wonld 
listen thirstily to the description of an exquisite bit 
of Faience or DeUa QBercia wotk. 

Pleasures I My Ood I Infinite, endless misety I*^ 
murmured a man on iicr riirlit hand. He was not 
thirty years of age, with a delicate, dark, beautiful , 
head that mi^ have passed as model to a painter 
for a St. John. He was dying fast of the most 
terrible form of pulmonary maladies. 

Cigarette flashed her bright f akon glance over him. 

"Well I is it not misery tiiat is glorv !»' 

**We think that it is Avlien \vc are children. God 
help us I " murmured the man who lay dying of lung- 
disease. 

^Onfl we tUnk rightly! Oloryl Is it the 

cross, the star, the button t No I He who wins those* 

• Having received ardent rqiroaeluft from FIdd-Offioere and Com- 
manders of Divisions for the lajustioe done to militaiy diiels by tliiB 

sentence, I heg tO«Mwe them the injustice is Cigarette*.s not mine. 
I should be very sorry, for an instant, to seem to depreciate the 
"penins of command," without wliosie gtiidinfj will an army is but a 
rabble ; or to underrate that noblest courage which accepts the burden 
of arduous responsibilities, and of duties as bitter in anxiety as they 
are precious in honoor. 
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only reins his hone up on a hiU, out of shot range, 
and watches thioagh hia glass how his troops snige 
tip, wave on wave, in the great sea of blood. It is 
misery that is glory — the misery that toils with 
bleeding feet under boming sons without complaint; 
ihat lies half dead through the long night wiih but 
one care, to keep the torn flag free from the con- 
queror^s touch; that bears the rain of blows in punish- 
ment rather than break silence and buy release by 
betrayal of a comrade^s trust ; tliat is beaten like the 
mule, and galled like the horse, and starved like the 
camely and housed like the dog, and yet does the 
thing which is right and the thing which is brave 
despite all ; that suffers, and endures, and pours out 
his blood like water to the thirs^ sands whose thirst 
is never stilled, and goes up in the morning sun to 
the combat as though death were the paradise that 
the Arbicos dream, knowing the while that no 
paradise waits save the crash of the hoof through the 
throbbing brain, or the roll of the guii-carriagc over 
the writhing limb. Tliat is glory. The misery 
that is heroism because France needs it, because a 
soidiei^s honour wills it. Tluxt is glory. It is here 
to-day ill the Hospital, as it never is in the Cour des 
Princes where the glittering host of the Marshals 
gather I 

Iler voice rang clear as a clarion ; the warm blood 
burnt in her bright cheeks; the swifty fiery^ pathetic 
eloquence of her nation moved her, and moved 

strangely the hearts of her lu arers; for though she 
could neither read nor wzite^ there was in Cigarette 



Digitized by Google 



THE LITTLE LEOFABD OF PILOCE. 237 

the germ of tliat power which the world mistily calk 
Genius. 

There were men lying in that sick^ihamber bru- 
talisedy crime-stained, ignorant as tlie bullocks of the 
plains^ and| like them^ reared and driven for the 
slaughter; yet there was not one among them to 
whom some ray of light failed to come from those 
words, through whom some thrill failed to pass as they 
heard them. Out yonder in the free air^in the bax^ 
rack-court, or on the plains, the Little One would rate 
tlicm furiously, mock them mercilessly, rally them 
with the flat of a sabre if they were mutinous^ and 
lash them with the most pitiless ironies if they were 
grumbling ; but here, in the hospital, the Little One 
loved them, and they knew it, and that love gaye a 
flute-like music to the passion of her voice. 

Then she laughed, and drummed the rataplan again 
with her brass heel. 

^^All the same; one is not in paiadise au £frabaf, 
eh, Matout she said, curtly. 

She was half impatient of her own momentary 
lapse into enthusiasm, and she knew the temper of 
her ^^duldxen*' as accurately as a bugler knows tiie 
notes of the reveillu — knew that tliev loved to lauaii 
even with the death-rattle in their throats, .and, with 
their hearts half breaking over a comrade's corpse^ 
would cry in burlesque mirth, ^Ah, U bon^z^I II 
a amU sa cartouche ! ** 

"Paradise!" growled P6re Matou. "Ouf! Who 
wants that! If one had a few hid<m of brandy^ 
now—** 
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" Brandy I Oh-lic. You are to be much more of 
aristocrats now than that I " cried Cigarette, with an 
immeasurable satire curling on her rosy, piquante lips. 
" The Silver Pheasants have taken to patronise you. 
Ma cantche ! if I were you, I would not touch a 
glass nor eat a fig ; you will not if you have the spirit 
of a rabbit. You ! Fed like dogs with the leavings 
of her table — pardieul that is not for soldiers of 
France ! " 

"Eh? What dost thou say?" growled Miou- 
Matou, peering up under his grey shaggy brows. 

" Only that a grande dame has sent you champagne. 
That is all. Sapristi ! how easy it is to play the 
saint and Samaritan with two words to one's maitre 
d^hotel, and a rouleau of gold that one never misses I 
The rich — they can buy all things, you see, even 
heaven, so cheap!" 

With which withering satire Cigarette left Pere 
Matou in the conviction that he must be already 
dead and amongst the angels if people began to 
talk of champagne to him, and flitting down be- 
tween the long rows of beds with the old disabled 
veterans who tended them, skimmed her way, like a 
bird as she was, into another great chamber, filled, like 
the first, with suffering in all stages and at all years, 
from the boy-conscript, tossing in African fever, to 
the white-haired campaigner of a hundred wounds. 

Cigarette was as caustic as a Voltaire this morning. 
Coming through the entrance of the hospital, she 
had casually heard that Madame la Princesse Corona 
d'Amiigue had made a gift of singular munificence and 
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mercy to the invalid soldiers — a gift of wine, of fruity 
of flowexsy that would bn^ten their long dxeary 
hours for many weeks. Who Madame la Prinoesse 
might be she knew nothing ; but the title was enough, 
she was a s&rar pheasant — bah I And Cigarette hated 
the amtocmts-wheii they were of the 8«c feminine. 

An aristocrat in advemty is an eagle," she would 
say; but an aristocrat in prosperity is a peacock." 

Which was the reason why she £k>uted glittering 
young nobles with all the iii>olence imaginable, 
but took the part of "Marquise," of " Bel-k-f aire- 
peur," and of snch wanderers like them, who had 
bnried their sixteen quarterings under the black shield 
of the Enfans Perdus of Africa.* 

With a word here and a touch there^tender, sof t, 
and bright, since, however ironic her mood, she never 
brought anything except sunshine to those wlio lay in 
such sore need of it, beholding the snn in the heavens 
only through the narrow chink of a hospital window ; 
— at last she reached the bed she came most specially 
to visit : a bed on which was stretched the emaciated 
form of a man once beautiful as a Greek dream of 
a God. 

The dews of a great agony stood on his forehead; 
his teeth were tight clenched on lips white and 
parched ; and his immense eyes, with the heavy circles 
round them, were fastened on vacancy with the yearn- 
ing misery that gleams in the eyes of a Spanish bull 
when it is struck again and again by the matador, 
and yet cannot die. 
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She bent over him softly. 

^lUnSf Mmtieur Learn I I have bronght joa 

• ff * 
iome ice. 

iiis weary eyes turned on her gratefully ; he sought 
to speaky but the effort broaght the spasm on his 
longs a&esh; it shook him with horrible violence 
from head to foot, and tlie fuam on Im auburn beard 
was red with blood. 

There was no one by to watch him ; he was snie to 
die ; a week sooner or later — what mattered it f He 
was useless as a soldier ; good only to be thrown into 
a fiitf with some qnick«lime to hasten destruction and 
do the work of the slower earthworms. 

Cigarette said not a word, but she took out of some 
vine-leaves a cold hard lump of ice, and held it to 
him; the delidons coolness and freshness in that 
parching noontide heat sillied theconvnlAon; his eyes 
thanked her, though his lips could not ; he lay pant- 
ing^ exhausted, but relieved; and she — ^thooghtfullj 
for her — slid herself down on the floor and began 
singing, low and sw eetly, as a fairy might sing on the 
raft of a water-lily leaf. 

She sang gaudriolesy to be sure, B^angex^s songs andi 
odes of the camp ; for she knew of no hymn but the 
Marseillaisey and her chants were all chants like the 
Lau$ Veneris* But the voice that gave them was 
pure as the voice of a thrash in the spring, and the 
cadence of its music was so silvery-sweet that it 
soothed like a spell all the fever-racked brains, all tlie 
pain-tortured spirits* 

^ Ah I that is good;" murmured the dying man* 
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«It is like the brooks — ^like the buds — ^Uke the 
winds in the leayes/' 

He was but half conscious ; but the lulling of that 
gliding voice brought him peace. And Cigarette 
sang oBy only moving to reach him some fresh touch 
of ice, while time travelled fast, and the first afternoon 
shadows crept across the bare floor. Every now and 
then^ dimly through the openings of the windowsi 
came a distant roll of drums, a burst of militaiy 
music, an echo of the laughter of a crowd ; and then 
her head went up eagerly, an impatient shade swept 
across her expressive face. 

It was a fete-day in Algiers ; there were flags and ^ 
banners fluttering from the houseS| there were Ai'ab 
races and Arab manosuvxes, there was a review of 
troops for some foreign general, there were all the 
mirth and the mischief that she loved, and that never 
went on without her, and she knew well enough that 
from mouth to mouth there was sure to be asking, 

Mais ok done est Cigarette? — Cigarette, who was 
the Geueralissima of Africa ! 

But still she never moved ; though all her vivacious 
life was longing to be out and in their midst, on the 
back of a desert horse, on the head of a huge drum, 
perched on the iron support of a high-hung lantern, 
' standing on a cannon while the Horse Artillery swept 
full gallop, firing down a volley of argot on the hot 
homage of a hundred lovers, drinking creamy liqueurs 
and filling her pockets with bonbons from handsome 
subalterns and aides-de-camp, doing as she had done 
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ever since she could remember her first rataplttn* 
But she never moved. She knew that in the general 
gala these sick-beds would be left more deserted and 
less soothed than ever. She knew^ too^ that it was 
for ilie sake of this man^ lyuig dying here from the 
lunge of a Bedouin lance through his lungs, that the 
ivoiy wreaths and crosses and statuettes had been 
sold* 

And Cigarette liad done more than this ere now 
many a time for her " children/* 

The daj stole on; lAou Bamon lay v«ry quiet ; 
the ice for his chest and the song for his ear gave 
him that semi-oblivion, dreamy and comparatively 
painless^ which was the oidy meny which conld come 
to him. All the chamber was nnusaally still ; on 
three of the beds the sheet had been drawn over the 
face of the sleepers^ who had sunk to a last sleep 
since the moining rose. The shadows lengthened, the 
hours followed one another; Cigarette sang on to 
herself with few pauses : whenever she did so pause 
to lay soaked linen on the soldier^s hot forehead, or to 
tend him gently in those paroxysms that wrenched 
the clotted blood from off his lungs, there was a 
ligjht on her face that did not come from the golden 
heat of the African sun. 

Such a light those who know well the Children of 
France may have seen, in battle or in insnrrection, 
grow beautiful upon the yoong face of conscript or 
of boy-insurgent as he lifted a dying comrade, or 
pushed to the front to be slam in another^s stead; the 
face that a moment before had been keen for the 
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siaaghter as the eyes of a kite, and recklessly gay as 
the saucy refrain the lips carolled* 

A step sounded on the bare boards ; she looked 
up, and the wounded man raised ]iis weary lids with 
a gleam of gladness under them; Cecil bent above bis 
couch. 

" Dear Leon I how is it with you ? 

His voice was softened to infinite tenderness; L^oii^ 
Bamon had been for many a year his comrade and 
his friend ; an artist of Paris^ a man of marvellous 
genius^ of high idealic creeds, who^ in a fatal moment 
of rash despair, had flung his talents, his broken for^ 
tunes, his puie and noble spirit, into the fiery i uinace 
of the hell of military Africa; aud now lay dying 
here, a oonmion soldier, fosgotten as though he were 
already in his grave. 

« The review is just over. I got ten minutes to 
sparer and camels you ihe instant I could," pursued 
Cecil. "See h«fe what I bring you! You, with 
your artist's soul, will feel yourself all but well when 
you lode on thesel ^ 

He spoke with a hopefulness he could never feel, 
for he knew that the life of Leon Eanioii \vas 
doomed; and as the other strove to gain breath 
enough US answer him, he gently motioned him to 
silence, and placed on liis bed some peaches bedded 
deep in moss and circled round with stephanotis, with 
magnolia, with rosesy with other rarer flowers still. 

The face of the artistnaoldier lightened with a 
longing joy ; his lips quivered. 

r2 



Digitized by Google 



244 



jmDm TWO FLAOS. 



^'Ahf Godt thej have the fragrance of my 
France!" 

Cecil said nothing, but moved them nearer in to 
the clasp of his eager hands. Cigarette he did not 

There were some moments of bikuce, while tlie dark 
eyes of the dying man thirstily dwelt on the beauty 
of the flower% and his dry ashen lips seemed to drink 
in theur perfames as those athirst dmk in water. 

"They are beautiful," lie said, faintly, at length. 
They haye our youth in them I How came you by 
them, dear friend f 

"They are not due to me," answered Cecil, 
hurriedly* "Madame la Princesse Corona sends 
them to you. She has sent great gifts to the hospital 
— wines, fruits, a profusion of ilo\vers, such as those. 
Through her, these miserable chambers will bloom 
for a while Uke a garden; and the best wines of 
Europe will slake your thirst in lieu of that mise- 
rable tisane^ 

" It is yeiy kind," murmured Lten Bamon, lau-' 
guidly ; life was too feeble in him to leave him vivid 
pleasure in aught. « But I am ungrateful. La 
Cigarette here^ — she has been so good, so tender, so 
pitiful. For once I have ahnatt not missed yon ! 

Cigarette, thus alluded to, sprang to her feet with 
her head tossed back, and all her c^idsm back 
again ; a hot petulant colour was on her cheeks, the 
light had passed from her face^ she struck her -white 
teeth together. She had thought BeI-4-f aire-peur " 
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chained to his r^ment in the field of manoeuvre, or 
she would never have come thither to tend his friend* 

She had felt happy in her self-sacrifice; she had 
grown into a gentle, pensive, merciful mood, singing 
here hj the side of the dying soldier, — and now the 
first thw2 she heard was of the charities of Madame 
la Princesse I 

That was all her reward ! Cigarette received the 
recompense that usually comes to generous natures 
which have strung themselves to some self-surrender 
that costs them dear I 

Cecil looked at her surprised^ and smiled. 
Ma belkj is it you ? That is, indeed, cood. You 
were the good angel of my life the other night, and 
to-day come to bring consolation to my f riend-— 

* Good angel !* ChtU, M. Victor ! One does not 
know those nwts sucres in Algiers. There is nothing 
of the angel about me, I hope. Your friend, too I 
Ouf I Do you think I have never been used to taking 
care of my comrades in hospital before ^ou played the 
sick-nurse here 

She spoke with all her brusque petulance in arms 
again; she hated that he should imagine sho had 
sacrificed her f^te-day to Leon Eamon, because the 
artist-trooper was dear to Atm; she hated him to sup* 
pose that she had waited there all the hours through 
on the chance that he would find her at her post, and 
admire her for her charity* Cigarette wad far too« 
proud and disdainful a young soldier to seek either 
his presence or his praise. 
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He smiled again ; he did not understand the 
caprices of her changeful moodsy and he did not 
feel tliat interest in her which irould hove made 
hun divine the threads of their vagaries. 

I did not think to offend you, my Little One," he 
seid^ gently, ^ I meant only to thank ymt for yofur 
goodness to Ramon in my absence/' 

Cigarette shrugged her shoulders. 

'^There was no goodness^ and there need be no 
thanks., Ask Matoa how often I have sat with 
him hours through." 

<<Bat on a f4te-day I And you who love pleasure^ 
and grace it so well—'* 

Ouf I I have had so much of it," said the Little 
One, contemptuously. "It is so tame to me* Clouds 
of dust, scuny of horses, fanfare of trampetS| 
thunder of drums, and all for nothing I Bah! I 
have been in a dozen battles — — ^and I am not 
hkety to care much for a sham fight.'' 

^'Nay, she is nnjnst to herself/' mnrmnred Uaa 
Eamon. She gave up the fete to do this mercy — 
H has been a great one. She is moae generous than 
die will ever allow. Here, Cigarette^ look at Aese 
scarlet rosebuds ; they are lilve your bright cheeks. 
Will you have them f I have nothing else to give." 

^Bosebudsf echoed Cigarette, with supreme 
scorn. Ivosi buds for me I know no rose but the 
red of the tricolour; and I could not tell a weed 
from a flower. Besides, I told Mion-Matou just 
now, if my children do as J tell them, they will not 
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take a leaf or a peacb-stone from this gvande dam 
— how does she call herself? — Madame Corona 
d'Amaga^ I" 

Cecil looked up quickly : " Why not f 

Ciprarette flashed on him her brilliant brown eyes 
with a fire that amazed him* 

^ Because we are soldiers^ not paupers I 
• Surely; but 

" And it is not for the silver pheasants, who have 
done nothing to deserve their life but lain in neste 
of cotton wooly and eaten grain that others sow and 
shell for them, and spread their shining plumage 
in a sun that never clouds above their heads, to 
insult, with the insolence of their 'pity* and their 
^ charity,' the Heroes of France, who perish, as they 
have lived, for their Countzy and their Flag 

It was a superb peroration ! If the hapless flowers 
lying there had been a cartel of outrage to the 
concrete majesty of the French Army, the Army's 
champion could not have spoken with more impas- 
sioned force and scorn. 

Cecil laughed slightly; but he answered, with a 
certain annoyance: 

There is no 'insolence* here; no question of it. 
Madaiiie la Princesse desired to offer some ^f t to tlie 
soldiers of Algiers ; I suggested to her that to 
increase the scant comforts of the hospital, and 
gladden the weary eyes of sick men with beauties 
that the Executive never dreams of bestowing, would 
be the most merciful and acceptable mode of ezer- 
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cising her kindness. If blame there be in the matter, 
it is mine.** 

In defending the generosity of what he knew to 
be a genuine aad sincere wish to gratify his com- 
ladesy he betrayed what he did not intend to have 

revealed, namely, the conversation that had passed 
between himself and the Spanish Frmcess. Cigarette 
caught at the inference with the quickness of her 
lightning-like thought. 
"Oh-hel So it is she r 

There was a whole world of emphasis, scorn, 
meaning, wiath^ comprehension, and irony in the 

four monosyllables; the dying man looked at her 
with languid wonder* 

"She! Who! What story goes with these 

roses ? " 

^'Nouei'^ said Cecil, with the same inflection of 
annoyance in his voice; to have his passing en- 
counter with this beautiful patrician pass into a 
barrack canard^ through the unsparing jests of the 
soldiery around him, was a prospect veiy unwelcome 
to him. <^None whatever. A generous thought- 
fulness for our common necessities as soldiers 

"Ouf I" interrupted Cigarette, before his phrase 
was one-third finished. ^ The stalled mare wiU not 
go with the wild coursers; an aristocrat may live 
with us, but he will always cling to his old Order. 
This is the story that runs with the roses. Miladi 
was languidly insolent over some ivory chessmen, 
and Corporal Victor thought it divine, because lan- 
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guor and insolence are the twin gods of the noblesse, 
parblea! Miladi, knowing no gods bnt those two^ 
worships them, and sends to the soldiers of France, 
as the sort of sacrifice her gods love, fniits and 
wines that, day after daj, are set on her table, to be 
touched, if tasted at allj with a batterfly*s sip ; and 
Corporal Victor finds this a charity sublime — to give 
what costs nothingi and scatter a few crumbs out 
from the profusion of a life of waste and indul- 
gence I And I say, that if ray children are of my 
fashion of thinking, they will choke like dogs dying 
of thirst rather than slake their throats with alms* 
cast to them as if they were beggars I*' 

With which fiery and bitter enunciation of her 
views on the gifts of the Princess Corona d'Amagu^ 
Cigarette struck light to her hr^il&^ueuU^ and thrust- 
ing it between her lips, with her hands in the folds 
of her scarlet waist-sash, went ofE with the light 
swift step natural to her, exaggerated into the car- 
riage she had learned of the Zouaves, laughing her 
good-morrows noisily to this and that trooper as slio 
passed their couches, and not dropping her voice 
even as she passed the place where the dead lay, but 
singing, as loud as she could, the most impudent 
drinking-song out of the taverns of the Spahis that 
eiver celebrated wine, women, and war in the law- 
lessness of the lingua Sabir. 

Her wrath was hot, and her heart heavy within 
her. She had given up her whole f Ste-day to wait 
on the aiiguibli and to soothe the solitude of his 
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friend lying dying there; and her rewaid had been 
to hear him speak of this aristocrat's donation^ that 

cost her nothing but the trouble of a few words of 



saintly charities of some angel from heaven ( 

**Diaiitrc!" she muttered, as her liaiid wandered 
to the ever-beloved forms of the pistols within her 
sash. ^ Echaff aiirees or Achmet, or any one of them^ 

would throw ii draught of wine in his face, and lay 
him dead for me, with a pass or two, ten minutes 

after* Why don't I bid them} I have a mind 

' In that moment she conld have shot him dead 
herself without a second's thought. Storm and sun- 
li^t awepty one after anothei^ with electrical rapidity 
at all times through her vivid changeful temper; 
and here she had been wounded and been stung in 
the very hour in which she had subdoed her national 
loYO of mirth, and her childrlike passion for show, 
and her impatience of all coDlinement, and her 
hatred of all things mournful, to the attainment of 
this self "•negation ! 

Moreover, there mmgled with it the fierce and in- 
tolerant heat of the psssionate and scarce-K^onsciona 
jealonsy of an utterly nntamed nature^ and of Gallic 
blood, quick and hot as the steaming springs of the 
Geyser. 

" You have vexed her, Victor," said L^on Eamon, 
as she was lost to sight through the doors of the 

great desolate chamber, 
^^I hope not; I do not know how," answered 
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CeciL ^^It is impoasible to follow the windings of 
ber mjwsrd captices. A child--aaoldi0i^ dancer 
-^a brigand — a spmlt beauty — a nusdiievous gamin-^ 
how is one to treat such a little fagot of oppoaites i 
The other amiied. 

^ Ah 1 you do not know the Little One yet* She is 

worth a study. I painted her years ago — ' La Vivan- 
di^ k Sept An&' There was not a picture in the 
Salon that winter that was ionght like it. I had 
tra\ oiled in Algeria tlicn ; I had not entered Uie 
Army, The first thing I saw of Cigarette was this : 
She was seven yean old ; she had been beaten black 
and blue ; she had had two of her tiny teeth knocked 
out. The men were furious, slie was a pet with them ; 
and she wonld not say who had done it, thon^ she 
knew twenty swords wonld have beaten him flat as a 
fritter if she had given his name. I got her to sit to 
me some days after. I pleased her with her otm 
pictore. I asked her to teU me why she wonld not 
say who had ill-treated her. She put her head on one 
side like a rohi% and told me^ in a whisper: 'It was 
one of my comrades — ^becanse I wonld not steal for 
him. I would not have the army know — ^it would 
demoralise them I If a French soldier ever does a 
cowardly thin^ another French soldier mnst not be- 
tray it.* That was Cigarette — at seven years. The 
esprit du corps was stronger than her own wrongs. 
What do yon say to that natnre I " 

^^Thatitissiqwrbt-— that it mig^be moulded to 
anything. The pity is ^* 
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^ Ah, ftzM-An / said the artist-trooper, half wearily, 

half laughingly. "Spare me the old world-worn, 
thieadbare formidas. Because the flax and the 
oolza blossom for use^ and the garden-flowers grow 

trained and pruned, must there be no bud that opens 
for mere love of the sun, and s^vings free in tlie wind 
in its fearless fair fashion I Believe me, dear Victor, 
it is the lives which follow no previous rule that do 
the most good and give the most harvest.** 

" Sorely. Only for this child — a woman — in her 
future—" 

^ Her future 1 Well, she will die, I dare say, some 
bright day or another, at the head of a re^men^ with 
some desperate batde tamed by the valour of her 

charge, and the sight of the torn tricolour uplickl iii 
her little hands. That is what Cigarette hopes for — 
why not f There will always be a million of - common- 
place women ready to keep up the decorous traditions 
of their sex, and sit in safety over their jaeedles by 
the side of theur hearths. One little lioness here and 
there in a generation cannot do overmuch harm.*' 

Cecil was sUent. He would not cross the words 
of the wounded man by saying what might bring a 
train of less pleasant thoughts^saying what, in truths 
was in his mind, tliat the future which he had meant 
for the little Friend of the Flag was not that of any 
glorious death by combat, but that of a life (unless 
no bullet early cut its silver cord in twain) when 
youth should have fled, and have carried for ever with 
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it her numberless graces, and left in its stead that 
libaldiyHrtained, drink-defiled, hardened^ battered, 
joyless, cruel, terrible thing which is unsightly and 
repugnant to even the lowest amongst men, which is 
as the lees of the dnmk wine^ as the ashes of the 
bttrnt-ont fires, as the ducordof the bidcen and earth- 
clogged lyre. 

Cigai^tte was channiiig now— »a fairy-story set 
into living motion — a fantastic Htde firework out of 
an extravaganza, with the impudence of a boy-harle- 
quin and the witching kittenhood of a girl's beauty. 
But when this youth that made it all fair should have 
passed (and youth passes soon ^\]lcn thus adrift on the 
world), when tiiere should be left in its stead only 
shamelessness, hardihood| vicoy weaxiness^those who 
found the prettiest jest in her now would be the first 
to cast aside, with an oath, the charred wrecked 
rocket-stick of a life from which no golden careless 
stream of many-coloured fires of coquette caprices 
would rise and enchant them then. 

Who is it that sent these? " asked L6on fiamon, 
later on, as his hands still wandered among the 
flowers: for the moment lie was at peace; the ice 
and the hours of quietude had calmed him, 

Cecil told him again. 

^< What does Cigarette know of herf " he pur- 
sued. 

Nothings except, I beUere, she knew that Ma- 
dame Coitona accepted my chess-carvings,'^ 
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« Ah I" he said, with a snul^ I iJbooght the Xdttle 
One was jealous, Victor." 

Jealous? Pshaw I Of whom!'' 
^ Of any one jaa admire — specially of tiiii ^randi 

Absurd I " said Oedl, with a sense of annoyance* 
Cigarette is far too bold a little trooper to have any 

tlioughts of tliose follies ; and as for this grande daine^ 
as you call her, I sliall, in every likelihood^ never see 
hsac again— ^less when the word is gi^en to ^ Cany 
Swords,^ or ^ Lances,' at the general salute^ where she 
reins her horse beside M. le Idarechal's at a review, 
as I have seen her this morning*'* 

The keen ear of the sick man caught the inflection 
of an impatience, of a mortification, in the tone that 
the speaker himself was unconscious of. He guessed 
the troth— that Cedl had neyer felt more restless 
under the shadow of the Eagles than he had done 
when he had carried his lance up in the salute as he 
passed with his regiment the flagstaff where the aris- 
tocracy of Algiers had been gathered about the Mar- 
shal and his staff, and the azure eyes of Madame 
la Princesse had glanced carelessly and criticaUy over 
the long line of grey horses of those Chassenrs 
d'Afriqiie amongst whom he rode a has-offider. 

Cigarette is right," said Kamon, with a slight 
smile again. Your heart is with yonr old Order. 
You are ' aristocrat au bout des ongles^ " 

Indeed I am not, mon ami; I am a mere 
trooper.** 
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^Nowl Well, keep jmr liistoiy as yoa have 
always done, if yon will. What my friend was matters 

nothing; I know well what he is, and how true a 
friend. As for Miladi^ she will be best out of your 
path, Victor. Women I God I — ^they are so fatal 1 
Does not our folly make their fatality ? '* 

^^Not always; not often. The madness may be 
ooiSy bat they sow it. Ah I do they not know how 
to rouse and enrage it; liow to fan, to bum, to lull, 
to pierce^ to slake^ to in£ame, to entice, to sting i 
Heavens I 00 well they know— that their beauty must 
come, one thinks, out of hell itself ! " 

His great eyes gleamed like fire, his hollow chest 
panted for breathy the sweat stood out on his temples. 
Cecil sought to soothe him, but his words rushed on 
with the impetuous course of the passionate memories 
that arose in him. 

^ Do you know what brought me here t No I As 
little as I know what brought you, though we have 
been close comrades all these years. Well, it was 
9he! I was an artist. I had no money^ I had few 
friends ; but I had youth, I had ambition, I had, I 
think, genius, till she killed it. I loved my ait with 
a great lovei and I was happy. Even in Paris one 
can be so happy without wealth, whilst one is young. 
The mirth of the Barriere — the grotesques of the 
Halles — the wooden booths on New Yearns Day — the 
bright midnight crowds under the gaslights — the 
bursts of music from the gay caf^s — the grey little 
nuns flitting through the snow — ^the Mardi Gras and 
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its old-world fooleries — the summer Sundays unrler 
the leaves while we laughed like children — the sileut 
dreams tihioiigli the length of the Lonvro dreams 
that went home with ns and made our garret bright 
with their visions ! One was happy in them — ^happj^ 
happy!** 

His eyes were still fastened on the blank white 

wall before him while he spoke, as though the tilings 
that his words sketched so faintly were painted in all 
iheir vivid coloors on the doll blank sorf aoe. And 

so in truth they were, as remembrance pictured all the 
thousand perished hours of his youth. 

Happy — -until she looked at me/* he punned, 
while his voice flew in feverish haste over the words. 
" Why would she not let me be I bhe had them all 
in her golden nets ; nobles, and princes, and poets, and 
soldiers, she swept them in far and wide. 8he had her 
empire ; why must she seek out a man who had but 
his art and his youth, and steal those t Women are 
so insatiate, look you ; though they held all the world, 
they would not rest if one mote in the air swam in 
sunshine free of them ! It was the first year I 
touched trimnph that I saw her. Th^ began for the 
first time to speak of me ; it was the little painting of 
(^i(]^arette, as a child of the Army, that did it. All, 
God! I thought myself already so famous! Well, 
she sent for me to take her picture, and I went. I 
went and I painted her as Cleopatra — by her wish. 
Ah ! it was a face for Cleopatra — ^the eyes that bum 
your youth dead, the lips that kiss your honour blmd I 
A face — my God 1 iiow beautiful ! She had set her- 
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self to gain my soul ; and as the picture grew, and grew, 
and greWj so my life grew into hers till I lived only by 
her breath. Why did she want my life ! She had so 
many ! She had rich lives, great lives, grand lives at 
her bidding ; and yet she knew no rest till she had 
leaned down from her cruel height and had seized 
mine^ that had nothing on earth but the joys of the 
sun and the dew, and the falling of night, and the 
dawning of day, that are given to the birds of the 
fields." 

His chest heaved with the spasms that with each 
throe seemed to tear his frame asnnder; still he con*- 
quered them, and his words went on, his eyes fastened 
on the burning white glare of the wall as though all 
the beauty of this woman glowed afresh there to his 
sight. 

" She was great ; no matter her name, she lives 
still. She was vile ; ay, but not in my sight till too 
late. Why is it that men never love so well as where 
they love their own ruin 1 that the heart which is 
pure never makes ours beat upon it with the rapture 
sin gives? Through month on month my picture 
grew, and my passion ^ew with it, fanned by her 
hand. She knew that never would a man paint her 
beauty like one who gave his soul for the price of 
success. I had my paradise; I was drunk; and I 
painted as never the colours of mortals painted a 
woman. I think even she was content; even she, 
who in her superb arrogance thought she was match- 
less and deathless. Then came my reward; when 

YOL. U. 8 



25S 



UKDEK TWO FLAGS. 



the picture was done, ixer fancy had ciianged ! A 
iight msonx, a careiasM» langb^ a touch of her fan 
on my cheek ; could I not undfiratand t Was I still 
sucli a child! Must I be broken more harshly in to 
learn to giye phicel That was all I and at last her 
lwvptfli«f piuhed me back with his wand from her 
gates I What would you f I had not known what 
a great hufy's illicit oapdcee meant; I was still but a 
boy I She had killed me ; she had stmck my genins 
dead; she had made eartli my liell — what of that? 
3he had her beauty eternal iu the picture sheneeded, 
and the whole city rang with her loveliness as they 
looked on my work. I have never painted again. I 
oame here. What of that ? An artist the less tlien, 
the world did not care ; a life the less soon, she will 
not care either ! " 

Theni as the words ended, a great wave of blood 
beat back lus breath and burst from the pent-up tof^ 
tore of his striving lungs, and stiuned red the dark 
and silken masses of his heard. I lis comrade had 
eeeu tiie hemorrhage many timmy yet now he knew, 
iia he had never known bef ore, that this was death. 

As he held him upward in his arms, and shouted loud 
for help, tlie great luminous eyes of the Freneh sol- 
dier looked up at him through their mist with the 
deep, fond gratitude that beams in the eyes of a d )^ 
as it drops down to die, knou ing one touch and one 
voice to the last* 

*^ Ymi do not ferBake,** he murmured, brokenly, 
while his voice ebbed faintly uw ay as the stream of 
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his life flowed faster and faster ODit. ^^It is over 

now,^ — so best I K only I could have seen France 
once mofe. France—^" 
He stretched his arms outward as he spoke with 

the vain longing of a hopeless love. Then a deep sigh 
quivered through his lips ; his hand strove to close on 
the hand of his comrade, and his head fell, resting on 

the flushed blossoms of the rosebuds of rroveiice. 

He was dead. 

• ♦ • • 

An hour later Geoil left the hospital, seeing and 

hearing notliing of the gay riot of the town about 
him^ though the folds of many-coloured silk and 
banting flattered across the narrow Moorish streets^ 
and the whole of the populace was swainiin^ through 
them with the viyacious enjoyment of Paris miiighng 
with the stately pictoresqoe life of Arab habit and 
custom. He was well used to pain of every sort ; his 
bread had long been tiie bread of bitterness, and the 
waters of his draught been of gall. Yet this atroke^ 
though looked for, fell heavily and cut far. 

Yonder, in the dead-room, there lay a broken, use- 
less mass of flesh and bone that in the sight of the 
Boreaa Arabe was <m]y a wom-oot machine that 
hail paid its due toll to the wars of the Second Em- 
pire, and was now valueless ; only iit to be cast in to 
rot, onmoomed, in the devonring African aciL But * 
to him that lifeless, useless mass was dear still ; was 
the wreck of the bravest, tenderest, and best-beloved 
friend that he had f onnd in his adversity. 

s2 
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In Lten Bamon he had found a man whom he had 
loved, and who had loved him. Tliej had suffered 

much, and much endured together; their very dis- 
similarities had seemed to draw them nearer to each 
other. The gentle impassiveness of the Englishman 
had been like rest to tlie ardent impetuosity of tlie 
French soldier j the passionate and poetic tempera- 
ment of the artist-trooper had revealed to Cecil a 
thousand views of thought and of feeling which had 
never hefore then dawned on Inm. And now that 
the one lay dead, a heavy, weary sense of londiness 
rested on the other. They died around him every 
day; the fearless, fiery blood of France watered in 
ceaseless streams the arid, harvestless fields of northern 
Africa; death was so common, that the fall of a com- 
rade was no more noted by tliem than tlie fall of a 
loose stone that their horse's foot shook down a pre- 
cipice. Yet this death was veiy bitter to him; he 
wondered with a dull sense of aching impatience why 
no Bedouin bullet, no Arab sabre, had ever found 
his own life out, and cut his thralls asunder. 

The evening had just followed on the glow of the 
day — evening, more lustrous even than ever, for the 
houses were all arglitter with endless lines of coloured 
lamps and strings of sparkling illuminations, a very 
sea of bright-liued fire. The noise, the mirth, the 
sudden swell of music, the pleasure-seeking crowds, 
all l^t were about him, served only to make more 
desolate and more oppressive by their ( (•ntnist his 
memories of that life, once gracious, and gifted, and 
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content with the dower of its youth, rained by a 
woman, and now slaughtered here, for no avail and 
with no honour, by a lance-thni;it in a midnight skir- 
mish, which had been nnrecorded even in the few 

lines of the gazette that chronicled the war-news of 
Algeria. 

Passing one of the cafes, a f avoorite resort of the 
officers of his own regiment, lie saw Cigarette. A 
sheaf of blue, and white, and scarlet lights flashed 
with tongues of golden flame oyer her head^ and a 
great tricolour flag mth the brass eagle above it was 
hanging in the still, hot air from the balcony from 
which she leaned. Her tunic-skirt was full of bonr 
bons and of crackers tiiat she was flinging down 
ainujirr the crowd whilst she sang, stopping every now 
and then to exchange some passage of gauloU wit 
with them that made her hearers scream with laugh- 
ter, whilst behind her was a throng of young officers 
drinking champagne, eating iceS| and smoking, echo- 
ing her songs and her satires with enthusiastic voices 
and stamps of their spurred boot-heels. As he glanced 
upward, she looked literally in a blaze of luminance^ 
and the wild, mellow tones of her voice ringing out 
in the ^Bim fiest saere pour tin Sapeur^ sounded 
like a mockeiy of that dying-bed beside which they 
had both so late stood together. 

^ She has iJie playfulness of the young leopard, 
and the cmelty/' he thought ; with a sense of disgust, 
forgetting that she did not know what he knew, and 
that if Cigarette had waited to laugh until death had 
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passed by she would have nevet laughed ail her life 
tfaroagh in die battaHons of A£cica. 

She saw him, as he went beneath her balcony; 
and she sung all the louder, she flung her sweetmeat 
nusBiles witii the reckless force of a Boman Canii- 
valist, she launched bolts of tenfold more audacious 
raillery at the delighted mob below. Cigarette was 
^ion wldati^ when she was wounded^ she womid 
her scarf round the nerve that ached, and only 
laughed the gayer. 

And he did her that injustice which the best amongst 
US are apt to do to those whom we do not fed in* 
terest enough in to study with that closeness which 
can alone ^ve comprehension of the intrit^ and 
complex rebus, so faintly sketched, so marveUoosly 
involved, of human nature. 

He thought her a little leopard, in her vivacious 
play and her inborn bloodthirstiness. 

Weil, the little leopard of Fi ance played reck- 
lessly enough that evening. Algiers was en fctey and 
Oigarette was sparkling over the whole of the town 
like a humming-bird or a firefly — ^here, and there, 
and everywhere, in a thousand places at once, as it 
seemed ; staying long with none, making music and 
mirth with all. Waltzing like- a thing possessed^ 
pelting her lovers with a tempest storm of dragees, 
standing on the head of a gigantic Spahis en tableau 
amidst a shower of fireworks, improvising slang songs 
worthv of Jean Vade and his Poissardes, and 
chorused by a hundred lusty lungs that yelled the 
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burden in ziotonB glee as fnricrasly as they were aa> 

customed to shout En avant I" in assault and in 
charge, Cigarette made amends to herself, at night 
for her yain selfHsacrifice of the fdte-day. 

She had her wound; yes, it throbbed sttU now 
and then, and stnug like a bee in the warm core of a 
rose. But she was youngs she was gs^r^ she was* a. 
little philoBophfir, above all she was French, and in 
the real French blood happiness runs so richly that 
it will hardly be utterly chilled until the veins freeze 
in the coldness of death. She enjoyed^enjoyed all 
the more fiercely, perhaps, because a certain despemtc 
bitterness 'mingled with the abandonment of her 

r I O 

Queen Mab^ike revebies. Until now Cigacette had 
been as absokitdy heedless and without a care as 

any young bird taking its first summer circles do^\^lr 
ward through the intoxication of the smmy air. It 
was not without fiery resistance and scornful revolt 
that the madcap Figlia del Reggiinento would he 
prevailed on to admit tiiat any shadow could have 
power to rest on her. 

She played throuf^h moro than half the night, the 
agile bounding graceful play of the young leopard 
to which he had likened her, and with a quick, 
punishment from her velvet-sheathed talons if any 
durst ofiend her. Then when the dawn was nigh^ 
leopard-lik%. Ike Little One sought her den. 

She was most commonly under canvas ; but when 
she was in the town it was at one with the proud 
independence of her nature tiiat she rejected all 
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offers made her, and would have ber own nook to 

live in, even though she were not these one hour out 
of the twenty-four. 

Le Chiteau de OiffoetteT was a standing jest 
of the Army; for none was ever allowed to follow 
her thither^ or to hehold the interior of her fortress, 
and one oveiyyentaioiis Spahi scaling the ramparts 
had been rewarded with so hot a deluge of lentiles- 
soup from a boiling casserole poured on his head 
from above, that he had beaten a hasty and igno- 
minious retreat, which was more than a whole tribe 
of the most warlike of his countrymen could ever 
have made him do. 

Le Gh4teau de Cigarette ** was neither more nor 
less than a couple of garrets, high in the ahr, in 
an old Moorish house, in an old Moorish court, 
decayed, silent, poverty-strack, with the wild pump- 
kin thrusting its leaves through the broken fretwork, 
and the green lizard shooting over the broad pave- 
ments, once brilliant in mosaic, that the robes of the 
princes of Islam had swept, now carpeted deep with 
the (Irv white drifted dust, and only crossed bv the 
tottering feet of aged Jews or the laden steps of 
Algerine women. 

Up a long winding rickety stair Cigarette :ip- 
proached her castle, which was veiy near the sky 
indeed. I like the blue," said the ch&telaine, lacon- 
ically, and the pigeons fly close by my window." 
And through it, too, she might have added, for 
though no human thing might invade her ch^au, 



THE LITTLE LEOPABD OF FRAJETOE. 265 



the pigeons circling iu the sunrise light always 
knew well there were rice and crumbs spread for 
them in that eyelet-hole of a casement. 

Cigarette threaded her agile way up the dai'k ladder- 
like shafty and opened her door. There wa^ a dim 
oil-wick burning ; the ganet was large, and as clean 
as a palace could be ; its (K cupuiits were various, and 
all sound asleep except one, who, rough, and hard, and 
small, and three-l^ged, limped up to her and rubbed 
a little bullet head against her lovingly. 

^ Bou^arick — p tit Bouffarick I " returned Ciga- 
rette, caressingly, in a whisper; and Bou£Earick| con- 
tent, limped back to a nest of hay, being a little wiry 
dog that had lost a leg in one of the most famous 
battles of Oran, and lain in its dead master's 
breast through three days and nights on the field. 
Cigarette, shading the lamp with one hand, glanced 
round on her family. 

They had all histories — ^histories in the French 
Army, which was the only history she considered of 
any import to the universe. There was a raven 
perched high, by name Vole-^jm-Veut ; he was a 
, noted character amongst the Zouaves, and had made 
many a campaign riding on his owners bayonet; he 
loved a combat, and was specially famed for scream- 
ing Tkte ! tuef fue l " all over a battle-field ; he was 
very grey now, and the Zouave's bones had long 
bleached on the edge of the desert. 

There was a tame rat who was a vmlk moustaehe, 
and who had Uved many years in a Lignard's pocket, 
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and muiiclied waitk and strays of the militaiy rations^ 
until the enannoos crime being discoTeved that it was 
taught to sit up and dress its whiskers to the heinoos 
air of the Marseillaise^ the Lignard got the tnatraque, 
and the rat was condemned to be killed^ had not 
Gigaiette daaiied in to the rescue and earned the long- 
tailed revolutionist off in safety. 

There was a big white cat cmrled in a baU^ who 
had been the dariing of a Trin^o^ and had travelled 
all over North Africa on the top of his mule's back, 
seven seasons tiirough ; in the eighth the Tringlo 
was picked off hj a flying shot^ and an Indig^e 
was about to skin the shrieking Boule Blanche for 
the soup-pot, when a bullet broke his wrist, making 
him drop the cat with a yell of pain^ and the Friend 
of the Flag, catching it up, laughed in his face: 
"A lead comfit instead of slaughter-soup, my fiiend I" 

There was little Bou^arick and three other brother- 
dogs of equal celebrity, one, in especial, who had been 
brought from Chalons, in defiance of the regula- 
tions, inside the dram of his regiment, and had been 
wounded a dozen times, always seeking the hottest 
lieat of tliu skirniisb. And tli^^re was, besides these, 
sleeping serenely on a straw palliasse, a very old man 
with a snowy beard and a head £t for G^rome to give 
to an Abraham. 

A very old man— one who had been a conscript in 
the bands of Young France, and marched from his 
Pyrennean village to the batde tramp of the Mar-> 
seillaise, and charged with the Enf ans de Paris across 
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the plains of Gemappes ; who had known the passage 
of the Alpsy and lifted the long carls from the dead 
brow of D6saiz at Marengo, and seen in the snlti^ 
noonday dust of a glorious summer the Guard march 
into FariS| while the people laughed and wept with 
joy, snrging like the nu^ty sea aroond one pale frail 
form, so young hy years, so absolute by genius. 

A very old man; long broken with poverty, with 
pain, with bereavement, with extreme old age ; and, 
by a loi]<r course of cruel accidents, alone, here in 
Africa, without one left of the friends of his youth, or 
of the ohildien of his name, and deprived even of the 
charities due from his comitry to his semces-^one 
save for the little Friend of the Flag, who, for four 
jeais, had kept him on the proceeds of herwine trade 
in this Moorish attic, tending him herself when in 
the town, taking heed that he should want for nothing 
when she was campaigning. 

I will have a care of him,'' she had said, curtly, 
when she had found him in great misery and learned 
his history from others ; and she had had the care 
accordingly, maintaining him at her own cost in the 
Moorish building, and paying a good Jewess of the 
quarter to tend him when she was not herself in 
Algiers. 

The old man was almost dead, mentally, though in 

bodil} strength still well able to know^ the physical 
comforts of food, and rest, and attendance; he was in 
his second childhood, in his nin^eth year, and was 
unconscious of the debt he owed her; even, with a 
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curious caprice of decrepitude, he disliked her, and 
noticed nothing except the raven when it shrieked its < 

Tue I tue! tu$!** Bat to Cigarette he was as sacred 
us a god ; had he not fought beneath the glance^ and 
gazed upon the face, of the First Consul f 

She bent oyer him now, saw that he slept, busied 
herself noiselessly in brewing a little tin pot full of 
coftee and hot milk, set it over the lamp to keep it 
warm, and placed it beside him ready for his morning 
meal, with a roll of white wheat bread ; then, with a 
glance round to see that her other dependents wanted 
for nothings went to her own garret adjoining, and with 
the lattice fastened back, that the first rays of sunrise 
and the first white flasli of lier friends the pigeons* 
gleaming wings might awaken her, threw herself on 
her straw and slept with ail the graceful careless rest 
of the childhood which though in one sense she had 
never known, yet in another had never forsaken 
her* 

She hid as her lawless courage would not have 
stooped to hide a sin, had she chosen to commit one, 
this compassion which she, the young condottiera of 
Algeria, showed with so tender a charity to the soldier 

of Bonaparte. To him, moreover, her fier}' impe- 
rious voice was gentle as the dove, her wayward do- 
minant will was pHant as the leed, her contemptuous 
sceptic spirit was reverent as a chikrs before an 
altar. In her sight the survivor of the Army of 
Italy was sacred; sacred the eyes which, when full 
of light, had seen the sun glitter on the squadrons 
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of the Hussars of Mnrat, the Dragoons of Kellerman, 
the Cuirassiers of jSIilliaud ; sacred the hands which 
when nervous with youth, had home the standard of 
the Repuhlic victorious against the gathered Teuton 
host in the Thermopylae of Champagne ; sacred the 
ears which, when quick to hear, had heard the thunder 
of Areola, of Lodi, of Bivoli, and, above even the 
tempest of war, tlie clear still voice of Napoleon ; 
sacred the lips which, when tlicir beard was dark in 
the f uhiess of manhood, had quivered, as with a wo- 
man's weeping, at the farewell, in the spring night, 
in the moonlit Cour des Adieux. 

Cigarette had a leligton of her own ; and followed 
it more dosely than most disciples follow other 
creeds. 
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CHAPTER X. 

^< MHiADI AUX BEAUX Y£UX BLEUS." 

Early that monung, when the snowy cloud of 

pigeons were circling down to take their daily alms 
from Cigarette, where her bright brown face looked 
out from the lattice-hole^ Cecil, with some of the 
Totighriders of his le^ment, was sent far into the 
interior to bring in a string of colts, bought of a 
fnendly desert tribe, and destined to be shipped to 
France for the linperial Hara^. The mission took 
two days : earlv on the third thev returned witli the 
string of wild young horses, whom it had taken not 
a little ez^on and address to conduct successfullj 
througli the country into Algiers. 

He was usually kept in incessant activity, because 
those in command over him had quickly discovered 
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the immeasurable value of a bas-ofiicier wbo was 
certain to enforce and obtain implicit obedience, and 
certain to execute any command given him with 
perfect address and surety, yet who, at the'same time, 
was adored by liis men^ and had acquired a most sin- 
gularly advantageous influence over them* fint of 
this he was always glad : ihroughout his twelve yeaoB^ 
service under the Emperors flag, he had only found 
those moments in which lie was unemployed intoler- 
able ; he would willingly have been in, saddle from 
dawn till midnight. 

Chateauroy was himself present when the colts 
were taken into the stable-yard; and himself inquiied| 
without the medium of any third person, the whole 
details of the sale and of the transit. It was impos- 
sible, with all his inclination, to find any fault either 
with the execution of the errand or with the brief 
respectful answers by which his Corporal replied to 
his rapid and imperious cross-questionings. There 
were a great number of men within hearing, many of 
them the most daring and lebdlious praiiique$ of the 
regiment ; and Cecil would have let tlie coarsest up- 
braidings scourge lum, rather than put the temptation 
to mutiny in their way which one insubordinate or 
even not strictly deferential word iroin him would 
have given. Hence the inspection passed off peace- 
ably; as the Marquis turned on his heel, however, he 
paused a moment. 
Victor ! " 
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^^MoH Commandant?*' 

^^I hare not forgotten your insolence with those 
ivory toys. But Madame la Princesse herself has 
deigned to solicit that it shall be passed over un- 
punished. She cannot) of course^ yield to your im- 
pertinent request to remain also onpaid for them, 
I chai'ged myself with the fulfilment of lier wishes. 
Yon desenre the matro^u^ but since Miladi herself 
is lenient enough to pardon you, you are to take 
this instead. Hold your hand, sir ! " 

Cecil put out his hand ; he expected to receive a 
heavy blow from his commander^s sabre, that possibly 
mifiht break the wrist. Tiiese little trifles were com- 
mon in Africa. 

Instead, a rouleau of Napoldons was laid on his 
open palm. Chateauroy knew the gold would sting 
more than the blow. 

For the moment Cecil had but one impulse— to 
dash the pieces in the giver^s face. In time to re- 
strain the impulse, he caught sight of the wild eager 
hatred gleaming in the eyes of Rake| of Petit Picpon, 
of a score of others who loved him and cursed their 
Colonel, and would at one signal from him have 
sheathed their sword in the mighty frame of the 
Marquis, though they should have been fired down 
the next moment themselves for the murder. The 
warning of Cigarette came to his memory; his hand 
clasped on the gold ; he gave the salute calmly as 
Ghdteauroy swung himself away. 

The troopers looked at him with longing (question- 
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ing eyes ; they knew enough of him by now to know 
the bitterness such gold, so given, Had for him. Any 

other, even a corporal, would have been challenged 
with a storm of railleiy, a volley of congratulation, 
and would have had shouted or hissed after him 
opprobrious accusations of faisant suisse^^ if he had 
not forthwith treated his comrades royally from such 
largesse. With Bel4rf aire-peur they held their 
peace ; they kept the silence which they saw that he 
wished to keep, as, his hour of liberty being come, he 
went slowly out of the great court with the handful 
of Napoleons thrust in the folds of his sash. 

Rather unconsciously than by premeditation his 
steps turned through the streets that led to his old 
familiar haunt, the As de Pique, and dropping down 
on a bencli under the awning, he asked for a draught 
of water. It was brought him at once, the hostess, a 
quick brown little woman from Paris, whom, the 
lovers of Eugene Sue called Rigolette, adding of her 
own accord a lump of ice and a slice or two of lemon, 
for which she viyaciously refused payment, though 
generosity was by no means her cardinal virtue. 

Bel - a - f aire - peur " awakened general interest 
through Algiers; he brought so fiery and so daring a 
reputation with him from the wars and raids of the 
interior, yet he was so cahn, so grave, so gentle, so 
listless ; it was known that he had made himself the 
terror of Kabyle and Bedouin/ yet here in the city he 
thanked the negro boy who took him a glass of 
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lemonade at an estanunet, and aharplj rebuked one 

of his men for knocking down an old colon with a 
burden of gourds and of melons ; such a Boumi as 
this the good people of the Fraaco*Af ncan capital 
held as a perfect gift of the gods, andnot undentaad- 
inir one wiiit, nevertheless fully appreciated. 

He did not look at the newspapers she offered him; 
but sat gazing out from the tawny awning, like the 
sail of a Xeupolitan felucca, down the chequered 
shadows and the many-coloured masses of the little 
crooked, rambling, semi •barbaric alley. He was 
thinking of the Napoleons in liis sash and of the pro- 
mise he had pledged to Cigarette. That he would 
keep it he was resolved. The few impressiTe vivid 
words of the young vivandi^ had painted before 
him like a picttu'e the horrors of mutiny and its hope- 
lessness ; rather than that, through him, these should 
befall the men who had become his brethren-in-arms, 
he felt ready to let the Black Hawk do his worst on 
his own life. Yet a weariness, a bitterness, he had 
never known in the excitement of active service came 
on him, broucrht Ijy this sting of insult from the fail' 
hand of an aristocrate. 

There was absolntely no hope possible in his fntnre. 
The uttermost that could ever come to him would be 
a grade something higher in the army that now en- 
rolled him ; the gift of the cross, or a post in the 
bureau. Algerine warfare was not like the cam- 
paigns of the armies of Italy or the Rhine, and there 
was no Napol^n here to discern with unerring omni- 
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science a leader^s genins under the hkpi of « oommon 

trooper. Though he should show the tj^ualitics of a 
Massena or a ^eber, the ciiauces were a miUion to 
one that he would never get even ao miidi as a liea- 
tenanej ; and the raids on the decimated tribes, the 
obscure skirmishes of the interior, though ten-ibie in 
slaughter and venturesome ttion^ vrere not the fields 
on which great military successes were won and great 
iliilitarv' honours acquired. The French fought for a 
barren strip of brown plateau that, gained, would be 
of little use or profit to them ; he thought that he did 
much the same, that his future was much like those 
arid sand-plains, those thirsty yerdureless stretches of 
bunit earth— very little worth the reaching. 

The heavy folds of a Bedouin's haiek brushing the 
papers o^ the bench, broke the thread of his musingB. 
As he stooped for thenii he saw that one was an 
English journal some weAs oR' His own name 
caught his eye — ^the named buried so utterly, ^vhose 
utterance in the Sheik's tent had stmck hun like a 
dagger's throst. The flidi:ering light and darkness, 
as tlie awninfj waved to and fro, made the lines move 
dizzily upwards and downwards as he read — read the 
short paragraph touching the f oirtmieB of the race 
that had disowned him : 

^Tbs BoTAiiLiEn SncoES8iO(K."-We regret to 
learn that the Bi|^t Hon. Yisconnt Boyallieu, who 

so lately succeeded to the family title uu liis father's 
deaths has eiqpaed at Mentone^ whither his health 
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had mdnced him to go some months previous. The 
late Lord was tmrnairied. IBs next brother was, it 

will be remembered, many years ago, killed, on a 
southern railway. The title, therefore, now falls to 
the third and only remaining son, the Hon. Berkeley 
Cecil, who, having lately inherited considerable pro- 
perties from a distant relative, will, we believe, revive 
all the old glories of this Peerage, which have, from 
a variety of causes, lost some what of tlick ancieut 
briliiancy;' 

Cecil sat quite still, as he had sat looking down on 
the record of his father's death, when Cigarette had 
rallied him with her gay challenge among the Mo- 
resco ruins. Wb face flushed hotly under the warm 
golden hue of the desert bronze, then lost aU its colour 

suddenly, till it was as pale as any of the iyory he 
canred. The letters of the paper reeled and wavered 
and grew misty before his eyes ; he lost ail sense of 
the noisy chanj^g polyglot crowd thronging past him ; 
he> a common soldier in the Algerian Cavalry, knew 
that, by every law of birthright, he was now a Peer 
of England. 

His first thought was for the diead man. True^ 

there had been little amity, little intimacy, between 
them ; a negligent friendliness whenever they had met 
had been aU that they had ever reached. But in their 
childhood they had been carelessly kind to one 
another, and the memory of the boy who had once 
played beside him down the old galleries and under 
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the old forests, of the man who had now died yonder 
where the southern seaboard Iaj across the waim. blue 
MediteiraneaD, was alone on him for the moment. 
His thoughts had gone back, with a pang, almost ere 
he had read the opening lines^ to autumn mornings 
in his youngest years when the leaves had been 
fluslied with their earliest red, and tlie brown still 
pools had been alive with water-birds, and the dogs 
had dropped down charging among the flags and 
rushes, and his brother's boyish face had laughed on 
him from the wilderness of willows, and his brother's 
boyish hands had taught him to handle his first cap- 
tridge, and to fire his first shot. The many years of 
indifference and estrangement were forgotten, the few 
yeaxs of childhood's confidence and comradeship alone 
remembered, as he saw the words that brought him in 
his exile the story of his brethren's fate and of his race's 
fortunes. His head sank, his face was still colourless, 
he sat motionless with the printed sheet in his hand. 
Once his eyes flashed, his breath came fast and un- 
even ; he rose with a sudden impulse, with a proud 
bold instinct of birth and freedom. Let him stand 
here in what grade he would, with the badge of a 
Corporal of the Army of Africa on his arm, this inhe- 
ritance that had come to him was his ; he bore the 
name and the title of his house as surely as any had 
ever borne it since the first of the Norman owners of 
Boyallieu had followed the Bastard's banner. 

The vagabond throngs, Moorish, Frank, negro, 
colon, paused as they pushed their way over the un- 
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even load^ and stared at bim yacanlly wheie he stood. 
T^ere was something in his attitade, in Us look, 

which swept over them seeing none of them, in the 
eager lifting of his head^ in the excited file in his 
eyes, that arrested all, from the dnUest mnleteer plod- 
ding on with liis string of patient beasts, to the most 
volatUe French girl laughing on her way with a group 
of fantoidns* He did not note them, hear thm, 
think of them ; the whole of the Algerine scene had 
,f aded out as if it had no place before him ; he had 
forgot that he was a cavaliy soldier of the Empire ; 
he saw notlung bat the green wealth of the old home 
woods far away in England; he remembered notlung 
save that he^ and he alone, was the rightful Lord of 
Boyallien. 

TienSy e^/w/ow, mon brave f Bois de niavoine* Bel' 

The coarse good-hnmoored challenge, as the hand 

of a broad-chested black-visao^cd ^'eteran of Chasseurs 
fell on his shoulder, and the wooden rim of a little 
wine-cup was thrust towards him with the proffered 
drink, starded him and recalled him to the conscious- 
ness of where he was. He stared one moment ab- 
sently in the trooper^s amazed face^ then shook him 
off with a suddenness that tossed back the cup to the 
groundj and, holding the jonrhal clenched close in his 
grasp, went swiftly through the masses of the people 
out and away, he little noted where, till he had forced 
his road beyond the gates, beyond the town, beyond all 
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reach of its dust and its babble and its discord, and 
was alone in the fuither outskirts, wiiere to the north 
the cabn sunlit bay slept peacefully ynth a few scat- 
tered ships riding at anchor, and southward the luxu- 
riance of the Sahel stretched to meet the wide and 
cheerless plateaux^ dotted with the conical houses of 
hair, and desolate as though the locust-swarm had just 
alitrhted there to lav them waste. 

Reaching the heights he stood still mvoluntarily, 
and looked down once more on the words that told 
him of his birthright ; m the blinding intense light of 
the African day they seemed to stand out as though 
caired in stone^ and as he read them once more a 
great darkness passed over his face;— this heritage 
was his, and he could never take it up ; this thing 
had come to him^ and he must never claim it* He 
was Viscount Hoyallieu as sordy as«ny of his fathers 
had been so before him, and he was dead for ever 
in the world's belief ; he must live, and grow old, and 
perish by shot oor steel, by sickness or by age, with his 
name and his rights ljuried, and iiLs years passed as a 
private soldier of i'rance. 

The momentaiy glow which had come to him with 
the sudden resurrection of hope and of pride faded 
utterly as he slowly read and re-read the Hues of the 
journal on the broken terraces of the hillnside^ where 
the great fig-trees spread their fantastic shadows, and 
thi'ough a rock} channel a russet stream of shallow 
waters threaded its downward path under the reeds, 
and no living thing was near him save some r^uiet 
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browsing herds far off, and their Arab shepherd-lad 

that an artist might have sketched as Ishmael. What 
his f atiixe might have been rose before his thoughts ; 
what it must be rose also, bitterly, bhickly, drearily 
in contrast. A noble without even a name ; a chief 
of his race without even the power to claim kinship 
with that race ; owner bylaw of three thousand broad 
English acres^ yet an exile without freedom to set foot 
on his native land ; by heritage one amongst tiic aris- 
tocnu^ of £ng]and, by circumstance, now and for 
ever, till an Arab bullet should cut in twain his thread 
of life, a soldier of the African legions, bound to 
obey ihe commonest and coarsest boor that had risen 
to a rank above him: this was what he knew himself 
to be, and knew that he must continue to be without 
one appeal against it, without once stretching out his 
h^d towards his right of birth and station. 

There was a passionate revolt, a bitter heai't-sickness 
on him ; all tlie old freedom and peace and luxury and 
pleasure of the life he had left so long allured him 
with a terrible temptation ; the honours of the rank 
that he should now have filled were not what he re- 
membered; what he longed for with an agonised 
desire was to stand once more stainless among his 
equals, to reach once more the liberty of tmchal- 
lenged unfettered life, to return once more to those 
who held him but as a dishonoured memory, as one 
whom violent death had well snatched from the shame 
of a criminal career. 

'^But who would belieye me now?'^ he thought. 
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" Besides, this makes no difference. If tliree words 
spoken would reinstate me, I could not speak them 
at that cost. The beginning perhaps was folly, but 

for sheer justice buka there is no drawing back now. 
Let him enjoy it ; God knows / do not grudge 
him it;' 

Yet though it was true to the very core that no 
envy and no evil lay in his heart against the yoimger 
brother to whose lot had fallen all good gifts of men 
and fate, there was almost unbearable anguish on him 
in this hour in which he learned the inheritance that 
had come to him, and remembered that he could never 
take again even so much of it as lay ui the name 
of lii-s fathers. When he liad given his memory up 
to slander and oblivion and the shadow of a great 
shame, when he had let his life die out from the 
world tiiat had known liim, and buried it beneath the 
rough, weather-stained, blood-soaked cloth of a private 
soldier^ s uniform, he had not counted the cost then 
nor foreseen the cost hereafter. It had fallen on him 
very heavily now. 

Whei» he stood under some sheltered columns of a 
long^mined mosque whose shafts were bound together 
by a thousand withes and wreaths of the rich fantastic 
Sahel foliage, an exceeding weariness of longing was 
upon him — ^lon^g for all that he had forfeited, for 
all that was his own, yet never could be ciainied 
as his. 

The day was intensely stiU ; there was not a sound 

except when here and there the movement of a lizard 
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luider the dry grasses gave a low crackling rustle. 
He wondered almost which was the dieam and which 
the truth; that old life that he had once led, and 
taat looked now so far away and so unreal, or this 
which had beeu about him for so many years in the 
camps and the bivouacs, the barracks and the battle- 
fields. He wondered almost which he himself was — 
an English Peer on whom the title of his line had 
fallen, or a Coqiond of Chassenrs who must take his 
chiefs insolts as patiently as a cor takes the blows 
of its master ; that he was lofhy seemed to him, as he 
stood these with the glisten of the sea before and the 
swelling slopes of the hHI-side above, a yague distorted 

nightmare. 

Hours might have passed, or only moments, he 
conld not have told ; his eyes looked Uankly out at the 

sun-glow, his hand instinctively clenched on the jour- 
nal whose stray lines had told him in an Algerine 
traUoria that he had inherited what he never oonld 
enjoy. 

Are theij content, I wonder ? " he thought, gazing 
down that Bssry blaze of shadowless light; ^ do they 
ever remember! 

He thouglit of those for whose sakes he had become 
what he was. 

The distant mellow linging notes of a tnunpet- 
call floated to his ear from the town at liis fuet; it 
was sounding the rentrde en caseme,^^ Old instinct, 
long habit, made him start and shake his hamess to- 
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gether and listen. The trumpet-blast winding cheerily 
from afar off recalled him to the tmth^ summoned 
him sharply back from Tain regrets to the facts of 

daily life. It woke him as it wakes a sleeping charger; 
it roused him as it rouses a wounded trooper. 

He stood hearkening to the familiar music till it had 
died away, spirited, yet still lingering ; full of fire, yet 
fading softly down tlie wind. He listened till the last 
echo ceased; then he tore the paper that he held in 
strips, and let it float away, drifting down the yellow 
current of the reedy river-channel ; and he half drew 
from its scabbard the sabre whose blade had been 
notched and dinted and stained in many midnight 
skirmishes and many headlong charges under the 
des^ snnsy and looked at it as though a friend's eye 
gased at him In the gleam of the trusty steeL And 
his soldier-like philosophy, his campaigner's careless- 
ness, his habitual easy negligence that had some- 
times been weak as water and sometunes heroic as 
mart3rrdom, came back to him with a deeper shadow 
on it^ that was grave with a calm^ resolute, silent 
courage. 

So best after all, perhaps," he said, half aloud, in 
the solitude of the ruined and abandoned mosque. 
<^ He cannot w^ come to shipwreck with, such a fair 
wind and snch a smooth sea. And I — I am just as 
well here. To ride vdth the Chasseurs is more ex- 
citing than to ride with the Pytchley ; and the rules 
of the Cfaambr6e are scarce more tedious than the 
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rules of a Court* Nature turned me out for a soldier^ 
though Fashion spoiled me for one. I can make a 

good campaigner — I should never make anything 
else.** 

And he let his sword drop back again into the scab- 
bard) and qnarrelled no more with fate. 

His hand touched the thirty gold pieces in his 
sash. 

He started, as the recollection of the forgotten 

insult came back on him. He stood awhile in thought j 
then he took his resolve. 

A half-hour of quick movement^ for he had be- 
come used to the heat as an Aral), and heeded it as 
little, brought him before the cntiance-gates of the 
Villa Aioussa. A native of Soudan, in a rich dres^ 
who had the office of porter, asked him politely his 
errand. Every indigene learns by hard experience 
to be courteous to a French soldier. Cecil simply 
asked, in answer, if Madame la Princesse were visible. 
The negro returned, cautiously, that she was at hoiQe, 
but doubted her being accessible. You come from 
M. le Marquis f " he inquired. 

" No ; on my own errand." 

"You!" Not all the native African awe of a 
Scumi could restrain the contemptuous amaze in the 
word. 

"I. Ask if Coxporal Victor, of the Chasseurs, 
can be pennitted a momentfs interview with your mis^ 
tress. I come by pezmissaon,'' he added, as the native 
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hesitated between his fear of a Eoumi and his sense 
of the appalling imfittingness of a private soldier seek- 
ing an audience of a Spanish Princess. The message 
was passed about between several of the household ; 
at last a servant of higher anthority appeared 

" Madame permitted Corporal Victor to be taken to 
her presence. Would he follow ? " 

He uncoveced his head and entered^ passing through 
several passages and chambers, richly hnng and fur- 
nished ; for the villa had been the " campagne " of an 
llustrions French personage, who had offered it to 
the Princess Oorona when, for some slight delicacy 
of health, the air of Algeria was advocated. A sin- 
gular sensation came on him, half of f amiliarityi half 
of strangeness, as he advanced along them ; for twelve 
years he had seen nothing but the bare walls of bar- 
rack-rooms, the goat-skin of douars, and the canvas 
of his own camp-tent* To come once more, after so 
long an interval, amidst the old things of luxury and 
grace that had been so long unseen, wrought curiously 
on him. He could not fairly disentangle past and 
present. For the moment, as his feet fell once more 
on soft carpets, and his eyes glanced over gold and 
sUver, malachite and bronze, white silk and violet 
damasks, he almost thought the Algerian years were 
a disordered dream of the night. 

His spur caught in the yielding carpet, and his 
sabre clashed slightly against it; as the rmtrie au 
caserne had done an hour before, the sound re- 
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called the actual piesent to him. He was bat a 
French, soldier^ who went on mffenmce into the pre- 
sence of a great lady. All the rest was dead and 
buried. 

Some half -dosen qpertments^ laige and smalls weie 
crated; then into that presenioe he was ushered. 

The room was deeply 'shaded, and fragrant with the 
odonis of the innumecable flowers of the Sahel soil ; 
there was that abont it which strack on him as some 
air, long unheard but once intimately familial", on 
the ear will revive innumerable memories ; like the 
^ vieU air kmgiMtmU et funkhn^* fot which Qerard de 
Nerval was willing to give "aU Kossini and Weber." 
She was at some distance from him, with the trailing 
draperies of eastern fabrics falling about her in a rich, 
imbroken, shadowy cloud of melting colour, tiirough 
which, here and there, broke threads uf gold ; invo- 
hmtanly he paused on the threshold looking at h^. 
Some faint, f aiK>ff remembrance stirred in him, but 
deep down in the closed grave of liis past ; some vague 
intangible association of forgotten days, forgotten 
thoughts^ drifted before him as it had drifted before 
him when first in the Chambi LC of his barracks he 
had beheld the Venetia Corona. 

She moved forward as her 8er?«nt announced him ; 
she saw him pause there like one spell-bound, and 
thought it the hesitation of one who felt sensitively 
his own low grade in life. She came towards him 
witli the silent sweeping grace that gaye her the 
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carnage of an empress ; her voice fell on his ear with 

ihe accent of a woman immeasarably proud, but too 
proud not to bend softly and graciously to those who 
were so far beneath her that without sach aid from 
her ihey eoold never have addiessed or have ap- 
proached her. 

You have come, I tmst, to withdraw your prohi- 
Htiont Nothing will give me greater pleasure than 
to bring his jMiijestys notice to one of the best soldiers 
hi^ Army holds*'' 

There was that in the words, genfly as they were 
spoken, that recalled him suddenly to himself; they 
had that neghgent, courteous pity she would have 
shown to some colon begging at her gates I He 
f orgot^forgot nttoriy — ^that he was only an African 
trooper. He ouly remembered that he had once been 
a gentleman, that — if a life of hononr and of self- 
negation can make any so-^e was one still. He 
advanced and bowed witli tlio okl serene elegance that 
his bow had once been famed for ; and she, well used 
to be even over-critical in such trifles, thought, ^ That 
man has once lived in courts 1 

Pardon me, Madame, I do not come to trespass 
so far upon your benignity," he answered, as he bent 
before her. ^ I 'Come to express, rather, my regret 
that you should have made one signal eiTor." 

Error I " — a haughty surprise glanced from her 
eyes as they swept over him. Snch a word had 
never been used to her in the whole couiiie of her 
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brilliant and pampered life of sovereignty and indiil* 
gence. 

" One common enough, Madame, in your Order. 
The error to suppose that under the rough cloth of a 
private troopei^s unifonn there cannot possibly be 
sudi aristocratic monopolies as nerves to ifround*" 

" I do not comprehend you." She spoke very coldly ; 
she repented her profoundly of her concession in ad- 
mitting a Ghassenr d' Af riqne to her presence. 

" Possibly not. Mine was the folly to dream that 
you would ever do so. I should not have intruded 
on you now, but for this reason : the humiliation you 
were pleased to pass on me I coulJ neither refuse 
' nor resent to the dealer of it. Had I done so, men 
who are only too loyal to me would have resented 
with me^ and been thrashed or been shot, as payment. 
I was compelled to accept it, and to wait until I 
could return your to you. I have no right to 
oomplam*^ that you pained me with it, since one who 
occupies my position ought, I presume, to consider 
remembrance^ even by an outrage^ an honour done to 
him by the Princess Corona." 

As he said the last words he laid on a table that 
stood near him the gold of Chateauroy^s insult. She 
had listened with a bewildered wonder, held in check 
by the haughtier impulse of offence, that a man in 
this grade could venture thus to address, thus to 
arraign her. His words were totally incompre- 
hensible to her, though, by the grave rebuke of his 
manner, she saw that they were fully meant, and, as 
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he considered, fully authorised by some wrong done 
to him. As he laid the gold pieces down upon her 
table, an idea of the truth came to her. 

I know nothing of what you com])lain of ; I sent 
you no money. What is it you would imply V she 
asked him, looking up from where she leaned hack in 
the low couch into whose depths she had sunk as he 
had spoken. 

You did not send me these f Not as payment for 
the chess service f " 

Assuredly not. After what you said the other 
day, I should have scarcely been so ill-bred and so 
heedless of inflicting |Kun. Who used my name 

thus?" 

Plis face lightened v.ith a pleasure and a relief 
that changed it wonderfully ; that brighter look of 
gladness had been a stranger to it for so many 
years. 

You give me infinite happiness^ Madame. You 
little dream how bitter such slights are where one has 

lost the power to resent them ! It was M. de Ch^ 
teauroy^ who this morning—*' 

Dared to tell you I sent you those coins?" 

The serenity of a courtly woman of the world was 
unbroken, but iier blue and brilliant eyes darkened 
and gleamed beneath the sweep of their lashes. 

Perhaps I can scarcely say so much. He gave 
them, and he implied that he gave them from you. 
The words he spoke were these." 

VOL. n. u 
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He told her them as they had beeu uttered, adding 
no more ; saw the constmction tiiej had been 
intended to bear, and that which tiiey had borne 
natnrally to his ear; she listened earnestly to the 
end. Then she tamed to him with the exqniaite 
softness of grace which, when she was moTed to it, 
contrasted so vividly with the haughty and almost 
chill languor of her habitual manner. 

^ Believe me, I regret deeply that yon shoidd have 
been wouuded by this most coarse indignity; I 
giieve sincerely that through myself in any way it ■ 
should have been brought npon yon. As for the 
perpetrator of it, M. de Ghlteauroy will be receiTed 
here no more ; and it shall be my eare that he learns 
not only how I resent his unpardonable use of my 
name, but how I esteem his cruel outrage to a 
defender of his own Flag. You did exceedingly 
well and wisely to acquaint me ; in your treatment 
of it as an affront that I was without warrant to offer 
you, you showed the just indignation of a soklier, 
and — of what I am very sure that you are — a gen- 
tleman." 

He bowed low before her. 
Madame, you have made me the debtor of my 
eaemfs outrage. Those wozyls from you are more 
than sufficient compensation for it.** 

" A poor one, 1 fear ! Your Colon^ is your enemy, 
then? And wherefore 

He paused a moment : 



" MILADI AUX BEAUX YEUX BLEUS." 291 



" Why at first I scarcely know. We are antago- 
nistic, I suppose;' 

^^But is it usual for officers of Ids higli grade to 
show such malice to their soldiers!" 

"Most unusual. In this service especially so; 
althou^ officers rising from the ranks themselves 
are mor^ apt to contract prejudices and ill-feeling 
against, as they are to feel favouritism to, their men, 
than where ihey enter the regiment in a superior 
grade at once. At least, that is the opinion I myself 
have formed, studying the working of the different 
systems." 

^ You know the En^tsh service, then?" 

I know somethinsT of it." 
" And still, though thinking this, you prefer the 
French?" 

"I distinctly prefer it, as one that knows how to 
make tine soldiers, and how to reward them ; as one 
in which a brave man will he vi^ned, andawom^ont 
veteran will not be left to die like a horse at a 

knacker's." 

A brave man valued, and yet you are a corporal I " 
thought Miladi, as he pursued : 

" Since I am here, Madame, let me thank you, in 
the Army's name, for your infinite goodness in 
acting 80 munificently on my slight hint. Your 
generosity has made many happy hearts in the 

hospital." 

Generofiily ! Oh, do not call it by any such 

172 
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name! What did it cost met We are tenibly 

selfish here. I am indebted to yon that for once you 
made me remember those who suffered." 

She spoke with a certain impulse of candour and 
of self-accosation that broke with great sweetness the 
somewhat careless coldness of her general manner; 
it was like a gleam of light that showed all the depth 
and the warmth that in troth lay beneath that impe- 
rial languor of habit. It broke further the ice of 
distance that severed the grande dame from the ca- 
vahy soldier. 

Insensibly to himself, tlie knowledge that he had, 
in iactf the right to stand before her as an equal 
gave him the bearing of one who exerdsed that 
right, and her rapid perception had felt before now 
that this Houmi of Africa was as true a gentle- 
man as any that had ever thronged about her in 
palaces. Her own life had been an uninterrupted 
course of luxurj, prosperity, serenity, and power: 
the adversity which she could not but perceive had 
weighed on his had a strange intei^st to her. She 
had heard of many calamities, and aided many ; but 
they had always been far sundered from her, they 
had never touched her : in this man's presence they 
seemed to grow veiy close, terribly real. She led 
him on to speak of his comrades, of his daily life, of 
his harassing routine of duties in peace, and of his 
various experiences in war. He told her, too, of 
Leon Eamou's history i and as she listened, he saw 
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a mist arise and dim the brillianef of those eyes 
that men complained would never soften. The very 
fidelity with which he sketched to her the bitter 
sufferings and the rotigh nobility [that were momen^ 

tarily borne and seen in that great military family of 
which he had become a son by adoption, interested 
her by its very unlikeness to anything in her own 
world. 

His voice had still its old sweetness, his manner 
still its old grace; and added to these were a grave 
earnestness and a natural eloquence that the dark- 
ness of his own fortunes and the sympathies with 
others that pain had awakened had brought to him. 
He wholly forgot their respective stations ; he only 
remembered that for the first time for so many years 
he had the charm of converse with a woman of high 
breeding, of inexpressible beauty^, and of keen and 
delicate intuition. He wholly forgot how time passed, 
and she did not seek to remind him; indeed, she but 
little noted it herself* 

At last the conversation turned back to his Ghief . 
You seem to be aware of some motive for your 
commandant's dislike?" she asked him. ^^Tell me 
to what yon attribute itt'' 

" It is a long tale, Madame." 

^' No matter, I would hear it " 
I fear it will only weary you ? ** 
Do not fear that. Tell it me ? " 

He obeyed,, and told to her the story of the Emir 
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and of the Pearl of the Desert; and Yenetia Garona 
listened, as she had listened to him throughout, with 

an interest that she rarely vouchsafed to the recitals 
and the wittkaams of her own circle. He ga?e to the 
narratiTO a soldierly simpHdty^ and a pletiiresque 
colouring that lent a new intt^rest to her ; and she 
was of that nature which, however it nuy he led to 
conceal feeling from piide and from hatred^ neyer 
fails to awaken to indignant sympathy at ^Tong. 

This harharian is your chief 1 " she said, as the 
tale dosed. ^Hisemaity isyoor hononrl lean well 
credit that he will never pardon your haring stood 
hetween him and his crime.*' 

# 

He has never pardoned it yet, ol a surety/' 
^Ivnll not tell you it was a noble action,'' she 

said, with a smile sweet as the morning, a smile that 
few saw light on them. " It came too natmraliy to 
a man of honour for yon to care for the epidiet. 
Yet it was a great one a most generous one. But I 
have not heard one thing : — ^what argument did you 
use to obtain her xeliease?" 

*^ No one has ever heard it," he answered her, 
while his voice sank low. I will trust you with it ; 
it will not ^pass elsewhere. I told him eoxm^ of — 
of my ovm past life to show him that I knew what 
his had heen, and that I knew moreover^ though 
they were dead to me now, men in that greater world 
of Europe who would beKeve my statement if I 
wrote them his outrage on the Emir, and would 
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avenge it for the reputation of the Empire. And 
unless he released the Emir's wife. I swore to him 
that I would so write^ ihon^ he had me shot on 
the morrow; and he knew I should keep my 
word." 

She was silent some moments^ looking on him 
with a musing gaze, in which some pity and more 
honour for him were bieuded. 

Yon told him jrour pasL Will you confess it to 
me!'' 

^ I cannot, Madame." 

"And why r 
Because I am dead 1 Because, in your presence, 
it becomes more bitter to me to remember that I 
ever lived.*' 

You speak strangely. Cannot your life hare a 
resurrection ? " 

Never, Madame. For a brief hour you liave 
giv^ it one — in dreams. It will have no other." 
^ But surely iheie may be ways, — such a story as 

you liave told me brouf^ht to the Emperor's know- 
ledge^ you would see your enemy disgraced^ yourself 
honoured f" 

" Possibly, Madame. But it is out of the ques- 
tion that it should ever be so brojoght. Ais I am 
now, 80 1 desire to live and die." 

^ You voluntanly condemn yonrseilf to this f " 
I have voluntarily chosen it. I am well sure 
that the silence I entreat will be kept by youl" . 
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^'Assuredly; unless by your wish it be broken. 
Yety — await my 4>rother^s arriTal here ; he is a soldier 
himself ; I shall hope that he will persuade you to 

think differently of your future. At any rate, botii 
his and my own influence will always be exerted for 
you, if yon will avail yourself of it." 

You do me much honour, ^ladame. All I will 
ever ask of you is to return those coins to my Colonel, 
and to forget that your gentleness has made me 
forget, for one merciful half-hour, the sufferance on 
which alone a private trooper can present himself 
here*" 

He swept the ground with his k6pi as though it 

were the plumed hat of a Mai*shal, and backed blowly 
from her presence, as he had many a time long 
before hacked out of a throno-room. 

As he went, his eyes cauglit the armies of the ivory 
chessmen ; they stood under glass, and had not been 
broken by her lapdog. 

Miladi, left alone there in her luxurious morning- 
room, sat awhile lost in thought. He attracted her ; 
he interested her ; he aroused her sympathy and her 
wonder as the men of her own world had failed to 
do — aroused them despite the pride which made her 
impatient of lending so much attention to a mere 
Chasseur d*Afri(^ue. His knowledge of the fact that 
he was in reality the representative of his race, although 
the power to declare himself so had been for ever 
abandoned and lost, had given him in her presence 
that day a certain melancholy, and a certain ^rave 
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dignity, that would hare shown a far more superficial 
observer than she was that lie had come of a great 
race, and had memoriea that were of a yeej di£ferent 
hue to the coarse and hard life which he led now. 
She had seen much of the world, and was natui'ally 
far more penetrative and more correct in judgment 
than are most women. She discovered the ring of 
true rrold in his words, and the carriage of j ur^ 
breeding in his actions. He interested her ; — more 
than it pleased her that he should* A man so 
utterly beneath her! — doubtless brought into the 
grade to which he had fallen by every kind of error, 
of improvidence^ of folly, of probably worse than 
foUyl 

It was too absurd that she, so difficult to interest, 
so inaccessible, so fastidious, so satiated with all that 
was brilliant and celebrated, should find herself seri- 
ously spending her tlioughts, her pit}% and her sj)ecu- 
lation on an adventurer of the African Army I She 
laughed a little at herself as she stretched out her 
hand for a new volume of French poems dedicated to 
her by their accomplished writer, who was a Parisian 
diplomatist. 

" One would imagine I was just out of a convent, 

and weaving a marvellous romance from a mystery 
and a tristessef because the first soldier I notice in 
Algeria has a gentleman's voice and is ill-treated by 
his oiHccrs ! " she tliought, with a smile, while she 
opened the poems which had that day arrived, radiant 
in the creamy vellum, the white velvet, and the gold 
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of a dedication copy, with the coronet of the Corona 

d'Amague on their binding. The poems were spark- 
ling with all the grace of aixy vers de aocitic and 
elegant silveiy harmonies; but th^ senred ill to 
ehain her attention^ for whilst she read her ejes 
wandered at intervals to the chess battalions, 

^ Such a man as that buried in the i^anha of this 
bmtalised army I " she mused* ^ What fatal chance 
could bring him here ? Misfortuncj not misconduct, 
surely* Iwondo: if Lyon could leaml He shall 
try." 

Your Gliasseur has the aii* of a Prince, my love," 
said a voice behind her. 

Equivocal compliment I A much better air than 
most Princes," said Madame Corona, glancing up 
with a slight shrug of her shoulders, as her guest and 
travelling oompanioii, the Marquise de B^nardi^, 
entered. 

" Indeed ! I saw him as he passed out ; and he 
saluted me as if he had been a MaishaL Why did 
become?'' 

Venetia Corona pointed to the Napoleons, and told 
the story ; rather listlessly and briefly. 

^Ahl The man has been a gentl^aian, I dare 
say. So many of them come to our army. I remem- 
ber Gencnil Villefieur's teihng me — ^he commanded 
here awhile — that the ranks of the Z^hyrs and 
Zouaves were full of weli-bom men, utterly good- 
for-nothing, the handsomest scoundrels possible, who 
had eyery gift and every grace^ and yet oome to no 
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better end than a pistol-shot in a ditch or a mortal 
thrust from Bedonin steel. I dare say your Corporal 
is one of them." 
"It maybe so," 
But you doubt it, I imagine.^ 

am not sure that I do. But this person is 
certainly unlike a man to whom disgrace has ever 
attached." 

" You think your protege, then, has become what 
he is through adversity^ I suppose 1 Very interest- 
ingr 

^ I really can tell you nothing of his antecedents. 
Through his skill at sculpture, and my notice of it, 
conaderable indignity has been brought upon him ; 
and a soldier can feel, it seems, though it is very 
absurd thnt he sliouLl ! That is all mv concern with 
the matter, exc^t that 1 have to. teach his com* 
maader not to play with my name in his barrack-* 
yard." 

She spoke with that negligence which always 
sounded very eold^ though the words were so gently 
spoken. Her best and most familiar friends always 
knew when, witii that courtly chilluess, she had 
signed them their line of demarcation. 

And the Marquise de Benaididre said no more^ but 
talked of the Ambassador's poems. 
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CliAPIEU XL 

" LE BON-ZIG/' 

Meanwhile, tlic subject of their Erst discourse 
letumed to the Ohambr^« 

He had encouraged the men to pursue those various 
industries and ingenuities which, though thej are af- 
fectedly considered against discipline/' formed, as he 
knew well, the best preservative feom real insnbor- 
dinatioU} and the best instrument in humanising and . 
ameliorating the condition of his comrades. The habit 
of application alone was something gained ; and if it 
kept them only for a while from the haunts of those 
coarsest debaucheries^ which are the only possible form 
in which the soldier can pursue the forbidden license 
of vice, it was better than that leisui'e should be spent 
in that joyless bestiality which made Cecil| once used 
to every refinement of luxury and indulgence sicken . 
with a pitying wonder for those who found in it the 
only shape they laiew of " pleasure." 



" LB BON-ZIG." 



aoi 



He had seen from the first, in many men of his 
tfihuy capabilities that might be turned to endless 
rises ; in the conscript drawn ^m the populace of 
tlie provinces there was almost always a knowledge 
of self-help^ and often of some trade^ coupled with 
habits of diligence; in the soldier made from the 
street- Arab of Paris tiiere was always inconceivable 
inteUigencei rapidity of wit, and plastic vivacity; in 
the adventurers come, like himself, from higher 
grades of society, and bnr}^ing a broken career under 
the shelter of the tricolour, there were continually gifts 
and acquirements, and even genius, that had run to 
seed and brou^lit forth no fruit. Of all these France 
always avails herself in a great d^ee; but, as far 
as GeciFs influence extended, they were developed 
much more than usual. As his own character gradu- 
ally changed under the force of fate, the desire for 
some interest in life grew on him (every man, save 
one absolutely brainless and self-engrossed, feels this 
sooner or later) ; and that inti i est he found, or rather 
created, in his regiment. All that he could do to 
contribute to its efficiency in the field he did ; all that 
he could do to further its inienial excellence he did 
likewise. 

Coarseness perceptibly abated, and violence became 
much rarer in that portion of his corps with which 

he had immediately to do; tlie men gradually ac- 
quired from him a better, a higher tone ; they learned 
to do duties inglorious and distasteful as well as they 
did those which led them to the danger and the 
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excitation that they loved; and, lia\ing their good 
faith and sjmpathji heart and soul, with hun, he 
met, in these lawless leopards of African France, 
with loyalty, courage, generosity, and self-abnegation 
far surpassing those which he had ever met with in 
the polished civilisation of his early experience. 

For their sakes, he spent many of his free hours in 
the Cliambr^e. Many a man, seeing him, there came 
and worked at some ingenious design, instead of 
going off to bum his brains out with brandy, if he had 
sous enough to buy any, or to do some dexterous bit 
of thieving on a native^ if he had not. Many a time^ 
knowing him to be there, sufficed to restrain the talk 
around from lewdness and from ribaldn , ami turn it 
into chaanek at once less loathsome and more mirthful, 
because they felt that obscenity and vulgarity were 
alike janing on his ear, although he had never more 
than tacitly shown that they were so. A precisian 
would have been covered with their contumely and 
ridicule; a saint would have been driven out from 
their midst with every missile merciless tongues and 
merciless hands could pelt with ; a martinet would 
have been cursed aloud, and cheated, flouted, rebelled 
against, on every possible occasion. But the man 
who was " one of them" entirely, whilst yet simply 
and thoroughly a gentleman, had great influence— 
an influence exclusively for good. 

The Chambree was empty when he returned ; the 
men were scattered over the town in one of their 
scant pauses of liberty ; there was only the dog of the 



, " LE BON-ZIG " 

w 



m 



rei]^Iment, Flick-I'lack, a snovr-wiiite poodle, asleep in 
the heat, on a sack, who, without wakiiigj moved bis 
tail in a sign of gratification as Cecil stroked him^ and 
sat down near, betaking himself to the work be had 
in hand. 

It was a stone for the graye of L^on Bamon, 
There was no other to remember the dead Ghassetir ; 

no other beside himself, save an old woman sitting 
spinning at her wheel under the low-sloping shingle 
roof of a cottage hj the western Biscayan sea, who, 
as she spun, and as the thread flew, looked with 
anxious aged eyes over the purple waves where she 
had seen his father — the son of her youth— go down 
beneath tlic waters, and murmured ever and again^ 

// rvicndra I il rviendm I " 

But the thread of her fiax would he spun out, and 
the thread of her waning life be broken, ere ever the 
soldier for whom she watched would go back to her 
and to Languedoc. 

For life is brutal ; and to none so brutal as to the 
aged who remember so well, yet are forgotten as 
though already they were amidst the dead* 

Cecil's hand pressed the graver along the letters, 
but his thoughts wandered far from the place where 
he was. Alone there, in the great sunnscorched 
barrack-room, the news that he had read, the pre- 
sence he had quitted, seemed alike a dream. 

He had never known fully all that he had lost until 
he had stood before the beauty of this woman, in 
whose deep imperial eyes the light of other years 
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seemed to lie, the memories of other worlds seemed 
to shunber. 

Those blne^ proud, fathomless eyes ! Why had they 
looked on bim? He had <^rown content with his 

fate; lie had been satiisfied to live and to fall a 
soldier of France ; he had set a seal on that far-off 
life of his earlier time, and had grown to forget that 

it had ever been. Whv liad chance fluiifx him in 
her way, that, with one careless haughty glance, one 
smile of courteous pity, she should have undone in a 

moment ail the work of a half-score years, and shat- 

It/ / 

tered in a day the serenity which it had cost him such 
weary self -contest, such hard -fought victory, to 
attain ? 

She had come to pain, to weaken, to disturb, to 
influence him, to shadow his peace^ to wring his pride^ 
to unman his resolve, as women do mostly with men. 
Was life not hard enough here already, that she must 
make it more bitter yet to bear f 

He had been content, with a soldier^s contentment, 

in danger and in duty; and she must Avaken tlie old 
coiled serpent of jrestless stinging regret w^hicii he had 
thought lulled to rest for ever I 

*< If I had my heritage ?" he thought ; and the chisel 
fell from his hands as he looked down the length of 
the barrack-room with the blue glare of the African 
sky through the casement. 

Then he smiled at his own folly, in dreaming idly 
thus of things that might have been. 

^ I will see her no mor^'' he said to himself. ^^If 
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I do not take care^ I shall end by thinking myself a 
mart3rr — the last refuge and con£M>lation of emasculate 

vanity, of impotent egotism ! " 

For though his whole existence was a sacrifice, it 
never occurred to him that there was anything what> 
ever great in its acceptation, or unjust in its en- 
durance. He thought too little of his life's valuei or 
of its deserts^ ever to consider by any chance that 
it had been harshly dealt witli,^ or unmeritedly 
visited. 

At that instant Petit Picpon's keen^ pale^ Parisian 
face peered through the door^ his great black eyes, 

tliat at times had so pathetic a melancholy, and at 
others such a monkeyish mirth and malice^ were 
quurkling excitedly and gleefully* 

« Men Caporal 1 " 

« You, Picpon ? mat is it 1" 

<^ Man Ctj^poToJ^ there is great news. La dame 
commence Jbrbae!*^ 

" Ah ! Are you sure ? ** 
Sure^ TTum CaporaL The Arhicos want a /tn- 
taeia d la clarinette*^ We are not to know just yet : 
we ai'e to have the ordre de route to-morrow. I over- 
heard our otiicers say so. They think we shall have 
brisk work. And for that they will not punish the 
vieille lamer 

Punish I Is there fresh disobedience ? In my 
squadron; in my absence f " 

♦ There is fighting broken out yonder. 
I A flkirmish to the music qI musketry. 
YOL. 11. X 
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He rose imrtinctivelyy buckling on his sword which 
he bad pot aside. 

" Not in your trihu^ mon Caporal," sakl Picpon, 
quickly. ^^It is not much, either. Only the bottrgig 
Eac*' 

^ Rake ! What has he been doing t 

There was infinite anxiety and vexation in his 
voice. Bake had recently beei\ dianged into another 
squadron of the regiment, to his great loss and regret ; 
for not only did he miss the man's bright face and 
familiar voice from the Ghambr^ bat be had much 
disqmetiide on die sooie of hia saf ety, for Bake was 
an incorrigible pratique^ had only been kept from 
scrapes and mischief by Cecil's influence^ and even 
despite that had been often in hot water, and dnoe 
even had been drafted for a year or so of chastise- 
ment amongst the ^' ZephyrS|" a mode of punish- 
ment which, bat for its separation of bim from bis 
idol, would have given unmitigated delight to the au- 
dacious offender. 

^< Very little^ mon Coporo?/'^ saidPic^on^ eagerly. 
<<A mere nothing — a bagatelle I Bnn a Spahi 
through the stomach, that is all. I don't think the 
man is so much as dead, even!" 

I hope not, indeed. When will yon cease this 
brawling amongst yoiurselves? A soldier^s blade 
shonld never be tamed npon miien of his own army. 
How did it happen 1 " 

Pour si peu de chose, inon Caporal. A wonuui ! 
They quarrelled about a little fruit-seller. The 
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homarff was in fanlt Cra/^ieraurnu^larMort was 
there before him; and was preferred 1 v the girl; 

and women sliuuld be allowed something to do with 
choosiiig their lovers^ that I think, though it is true 
they often take the woist man. They qvanefled; 
the homard drew fii*st ; and then, poufci passe ! quick 
as thoughty Hac lunged through him. He has always 
a most beantif nl stnke. Le Gapitaine Ax|i;entier was 
passing, and made a fnss ; else nolihing wonld haye 
been done. They have put him under arrest, but I 
heard them say ihey wonld let him free to-night be- 
canse we shonld march at dawn.^ 
I w ill go and see him at once." 
^^Wait, mon Caporal ; I have something to tell 
you/' said Ficpon, qoicldy. ^ The zig has a motive 
in what he does. Rac wanted to get the trov.'\ He 
has done more than one bit of mischiet cmly for 
that" 

Only for what f He cannot be in love with the 
trou ? 

^^It serves his tnm/' said Picpon, mysterionslj* 
"Did you never gness why, mon Caporal f Well, I 

have. Crache-avrnez-d^la-MoTt is a ruquciouLl(. The 
officers know it ; the bureaux know it. lie would 
have mounted, mounted, mounted, and been a Cap- 
tain long before now, if he had not been a jjiaU>^ue.^ 
" I know that ; so would many of you," 
Ah, num Caporal ; but that is just what Bac 

X A ilne, fearless soldier. 

x2 
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does not choose. In the books his page beats eveiy 
man's, except yours. They have talked of hun many 

times for the cross and for promotion ; but whenever 
they do— citb-croc / he goes oSt to a bit of mischief, 
and gets himself pnnished. Any rabiaty* long or 
short, serves his purpose. Tliey think him too wild 
to take out of the ranks. You lememberi num 
• Caporalj that splendid thing that he did five years 
ago at Sabasasta? Well, you know they spoke of 
promotiDg him for it, and he would have run up all 
the grades like a squinel, and died a JS^M«*,t I dare 
say. What did he do to prevent it ? Why, went 
that escapade into Oran disguised as a Dervish^ and 
got the trou instead.*' 

*^ To prevent it t Not purposely ? " 

" Purposely, mon Caparaif" said Petit Picpon, with 
a sapient nod that spoke yolnmes. He always does 
something when he thinks promotion is coming — 
something to get himself out of its way, do you see ? 
And the reason is this: 'tis a good zig^ and loves 
you, and will not be put over yonr head. ^ Me rise 
afore him? ' said the zi^ to me once. * Til have the 
As de piquet on my collar hfty times over first ! He*s 
a Pnnce, and I'm a mongrel got in a gutter 1 lowe 
him more'n Pll ever pay, and Til kill the K^bir him- 
self afore PU insult him that way,' So say httle to 

* TexmorpnniflihiiMnt. 

t GeneraL 

t A little mark in black cbtlt that diatinguidiw the uniform of the 
'*IncorrigiblM.'* 
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him about the Spalii, mon CaporaL He loves you 
well^ does your Eac." 

«WeU indeed! GkK)d God I what nobility ! " 

Picpon glanced at him ; then, with the tact of his 
nation, glided away and busied himself teaching 
Flick-Flack to shoulder and present aimsy the weapon 
being a long chibouque-stick. 

" After all, Diderot ^vas in the right when he told 
Bousseau which side of the question to take,'' mused 
Cecil, as he crossed the barrack-yard a few minutes 
later to visit the incarcerated pratique, " On my life, 
civilisation develops comfort, but I do believe it kills 
nobility. Individuality dies in it, and egotism grows 
strong and specious. Why is it that in a polished 
life a man, whilst becoming incapable of sinking to 
crime, almost always becomes also incapable of rising 
to greatness ? Why is it that misery, tumult, priva- 
tion, bloodshed, famine, beget, iu such a hfe as this, 
such countless things of heroism, of endurance, of 
self-sacrifice — things worthy of demigods — in men 
who quarrel with tlio wolves for a wild-boar's carcase, 
for a sheep's ofEair' 

A question which perplexes, very wearily, thinkers 
who have more time, more subtlety, and more logic 
to bring to its nnravehnent than Bertie had either 
leisure or inclination to do. 

"Is this true. Rake — that you intentionally com- 
mit these freaks of misconduct to escape promotion ? " 
he asked of the man when he stood alone with him 
in his place of confinement. 
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Eake flushed a little. 

^Mischief 8 bred in me, sir ; it must come out. It's 
juat bottled np in me like ale; if I didn't take the 
cork out now and tben, I should fly apieces ! ^ 

But many a time when you have been close on 
the reward of your spiendid^gaUantcy in the field, you 
have fmstrated yonr own f ortones and the wishes of 
your superiors by wantonly piu\ ing yourself unfit for 
the higher grade they were going to raise you to ; 
why do yon do that f 

Bake fidgeted restlessly, and, to avoid the awk- 
wardness of the question, replied, like a Parliamentary 
Oirator, by a flow of rhetoric 

Sir, there's a many chaps like me. They can't 
help nohow bustin' out when the fit takes 'em. 'Tain't 
reascmabie to blame 'em for it ; they're jnst made so, 
like a chesnnf^s made to bnst its pod, and achid:en to 
bust its shell. Well, yon see, sir, France she know 
that, and she say to h^aelf, ^ Here are these madcaps, 
if I keep 'em tight in hand I shan't do nothin' with 
'em — they'll turn obstreperous and cram my convict- 
cells. Now, I want soldiers, I don't want com-ict*^. I 
can't let 'em stay in the Eegnlars, 'cause they'll be for 
making all the army wildfire like 'em ; I'll just draft 
'em by theirselves, treat 'em different, and let 'em fire 
away. They've got good stuff in 'em, though too much 
of the cnrb riles 'em.' Well, sir, she do that ; and 
aren't the Zephyrs as fine a lot of fellows as any in 
thesendce? Of conise they axe ; bnt if they'd been 
in England — Gh>d bless her, the dear old d— d obstin 
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nate soul I — they'd have been druV crazy along o' 
pipeclay- and razors; shid never have seed what was 
in 'em, her 63^68 are so bitnged up witih routine. If 
a pnp ri ot in the pack, she's no notion but to double- 
thong him, and a-course, in double-quick time, she 
finds herself obliged to go farther and hang him. 
She don't ever remember that it may be only just 
along of his breedin', and that he may make a very 
good hound elseways let out a bit, though he'll 
spile the whole pack if she vnU be a fool and try 
to make a steady line-hunter of him straight agin Ins 
natore.'' 

Bake stopped breathless in his rhetoric, which con- 
tained more truth in it, as also more roughness, than 
most rhetoric does. 

^ You axe right. But you wander from my ques- 
tion,'' said Cecil, gently. " Do you avoid pro- 
motion 1 " 

^Tes, sir, I do,'' said Bake, somethmg sulkily; for 

he felt he was being driven up a corner." " I do, 
I ain't not one bit fitter for an officer than that rioting 
pup I talk on is fit to lead them crack packs at home. 
I shonld be in a strait-waistcoat if I was promoted ; 
and as for the cross — Lord, sir, that would get me 
into a world o' trouble I I should pawn it for a toss 
of wine lihe first day out, or give it to tlie first fnoukiera 
that winked her black eye for it! The star put on 
my buttons suits me a deal better; if you'll believe 
me, sur, it do,*** 

* The star on ike metal buttons oi tUe iasabordmates or Z^pbyxi. 
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Cecil s eyes rebted on him witli a look that said far 
more than his answer. 

'^Kake, I know yon better than yon would let me 
do, if you liad your way. My noble fellow ! you 
reject adyancement, and earn yourself an unjust re- 
putation for mutinous conduct^ because you are too 
generous to be given a step above mine in the 
regiment.'' 

**Who*8 a been a tellin' you that trashy sir?** re- 
torted liuke, with ferocity. 

No matter who. It is no trash. It is a splendid 
loyalty of which I am utterly unworthy, and it shall 
be my care that it is known at the bureaux, so that 
henceforth your great merits may be 

Stow that, sir I " cried Bakc) yehemenlily. Stow 
that, if you please ! Promoted I won^t be — no, not if 
the Emperor hisself was to order it, and come across 
here to see it done I A pretty thing, surely I Me a 
officer, and you never a one — me a commandin' of you, 
and you a salutin' of me ! By the Lord, sir ! we 
might as well see the camp-scullions a ridin' in stat^ 
and the Marshal a scouring out the soup-pots I ** 

Not at all. This Army has not a finer soldier 
than yourself ; you have a right to the reward of 
your services in it. And I assure you you do me a 
great injustice if you tliink I would not as willingly 
go out under your orders as under those of aU the 
Marshals of the Empire.** 

The tears rushed into the hai*dy eyes of the re- 
doubtable "Crache-au-nez-d'la-Mort," though he 
dashed them away in a fury of eloquence. 
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Sir^ if 70a don't understand as how youVe given 
me a power more than all the crosses in the world in 

savin' of them there words, why ijua dun't Iviiow uLe 
much either, that's aU. You're a gentleman — a right 
on rare thing that is — ^and, bein' a gentleman, a course 
you'd be too generous and too proud like not to be- 
have well to me, whether I was a servin' you as I've 
always served yon, or a insoltui' of you by ridin' 
over your head in that way as we*re spealdn' on. But 
1 know my place, sir, and I know youi's. If it wasn't 
for that 'eie Black Hawk — damn him I — I can't help 
it, sir, I foiU damn him, if he shoot me for it — you'd 
a been a Chef d'Escadrou by now. There ain't the 
leastest doubt of it. Ask all the sigs what they 
think. Well, sir, now you know Pm a man what do 
as I say ; if you doirt kt nie liavc my own way, and if 
you do the littlest thing to get me a step, why, su', I 
swear as I'm a livin' bein', that I'll draw on Chateau- 
roy the first time I see him afterwards, and slit his 
throat as I'd slit a jackal's I There ! — ^my oath's 
took I 

And Cecil saw that it would also be kept The 

natural lawlessness and fiery passion inborn in Hake 
had of coiuse not been cooled by the teachings of 
African warfare; and his hate was intense against the 
all-potent Chief of his regiment, as intense as the 
love he bore to the man whom he had followed out 
into exile* 

Cecil tried vainly to argue with him; all his rea- 
sonings fell like hailstones on a cuirass, and made no 
more impression ; he was resolute. 
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^ But listen to one thing/' he urged at last. Can 
yon not see how 3ron pain me by this self-sacrifice ? 

If I knew that you had attained a liigher ^raclo, :i] id 
wore your epaulettes in this service, can yon not fancy 
I ahonld feel pleasnze then (as I feel regret^ even. re> 
morse, now) that I brought you to Africa through 
my own follies and misfortunes ? " 

^< Do yoQi sir I There ain't the least canse for 
then,'' retnmed Kake, sturdily. " Lor hless you, sir, 
why this life's made a purpose for me I If ever a 
round peg went trim and neat into a round hole, it 
waswhenlcameinto this hero Army. Ineverwas 
so happy in all my days before. They're right on 
good fellows^ and 'U back you to the death if so be as 
you've allays been share^d-shar&«]ike with 'em, 
as a zlg sliould. As a private, sir, I'm happy and 
I'm safe ; as a officer, I should be kicking over the 
traces, and bhmderin' everlastingly. However, llieie 
ain't no need to say a word more about it ; Fve sworn, 
and you've heerd me swear, sir, and you know as how 
I shall keep my oath if ever Fm provoked to it by 
bein' took notice of. I stuck that homard just now 
just by way of a lark, and only 'cause he come where 
he'd no business to poke his turbaned old pate; 
'tain't likely as I shall stop at givin' the Hawk two 
inches of steel if he comes such a insult over us both 
as to offer a blackguard like me the epaulettes as you 
ought to be a weaiin' ! " * 

And Cecil knew that it was hopeless either to per- 
suade him to his own advantage or to convince him of 
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bis disobedience in speaking thus of bis supTeme, be- 
fore his non-comnussioned, oflicer. He was himself, 
moreever, deeply moYed by the man's fidelity* 
He stretched his hand oat : 

*'I wish there were more black fniards with hearts 
like yours. I cannot repay your love, Bake, but I 
can value it.** 

Itiikc put liis OAvn hands behind his back. 

" God bless you, sii-, }'ou've repaid it ten dozen 
times over. Bat you shan't do Mof, sir. I told you, 
loDg ago, I'm too much of a scamp! Some day, 
p'rhaps, as I said, when I've settled scores with my- 
self, and inped off all the bad 'uns with a dear sweep, 
tolerably dean. Not afore, sir ! ^ 

And Rake was too sturdily obstinate not to always 
earn" his point. 

The love that he bore to Cecil was very much 

such a wild, diiTabric, romantic fiddify as the Cavar 

Hers or the Gentlemen of the North bore to their 
Stuart idols. That his, benefactor had become a sol- 
dier of Africa in no way lessened the reyermt lore 
of his loyalty, any more than theirs was lessened by 
the adversities of their royal masters. Like theirs, 
also, it had beauty in its blindness — ^the beauty that 
lies in every pure unselfishness. 

Meanwhile, Picpon's news was correct. 

The regiment was ordowd out ^ la dante.^ There 
was fresh war in the interior ; and wherever there 
was the hottest slaughter, there the Black Hawk 

* On tha nuurdL 
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always flew down with his falcon-flock. When Cecil 
left his incomgible zig^ the trompets were sounding 
an assembly ; there were noise, tumult, eagerness, ex- 
citement, delighted zest on every side; a general order 
was read to the enraptured squadrons ; thej were to 
leave the town at the first streak of dawn. 

There w^ere before them death, deprivation, long 
days of famine^ long days of drought and thirst; 
parching sun-baked roads ; bitter chilly nights ; fiery 
fui'n ace-blasts of sii*occo; killing, pitiless, northern 
winds ; hunger, only sharpened by a snatch of raw 
meat or a handful of make ; and the probabilities, ten 
to one, of being thrust under the sand to rot, or left 
to have their skeletons picked dean by the vultures. 
But what of that f There were also the wild delight 
of combat, the freedom of lawless warfare, the joy of 
deep strokes thrust home, the chance of plunder, of 
wine-skins, of cattle^ of women ; above aU, that lust for 
slaughter which bums so deep down in the hidden souls 
of men, and gives tliem such brotherhood with wolf, 
and vulture, and tiger, when once its flame bursts forth. 

That evening, at the Villa Aioussa there gathered 
a courtly assembly, of much liigher rank th;iii xUgiers . 
can commonly afford, because mau} of station as 
lofty as her own had been drawn thither to follow 
her to what the Princess Corona called her banish- 
ment — an endurable banishment enough under those 
aznie skies, in that clear elastic air, and with that 
charming ^^bonbonni^re** in which to dwell, yet still 
a banishment to the reigning beauty of Paris, to one 
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who had the habits and the commands of a wholly 

undispnted soYereigiity in the royal splendour of her 
womanhood. 

There was a variety of distractionB to prevent 
ennui ; there were half a dozen clever Paris actors 

playing the airiest of vaudevilles in the Bijou theatre, 
beyond the drawing-rooms; there were some cele- 
brated Italian sbgers whom an Imperial Prince had 
brought over in his yacht; there was the best music; 
there was wit as well as homage whispered in her car. 
Yet she was not altogether amused; she was a little 
touched with ennui. 

" Those men are very stupid* They have not half 
the talent of that soldier I " she thought once, turning 
from a Peer of France, an Austrian Archduke, and a 
Kussian diplomatist. And she smiled a little, furl- 
ing her f «i uid mosiog on the horror that the triad 
of fashionable conquerors near her would feel if they 
knew that she tliuught them duller than an African 
las car I 

But they only told her things of which she had 

been long weary, specially of her own beauty ; he had 
told her of things totally unknown to her, things 
real, terrible^ vivid, strong, sorrowf ul^^trong as life, 
sorrowful as death. 

" Cliateauroy and his Chasseurs have an ordre de 
Tduie^* a voice was saying, that moment, behind her 
chair. 

« Indeed ? " said another. " The Black Hawk is 
never so happy as when unhooded* When do they go ? " 
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"To-moiTow. At dawn.'* 

^ There is always fighting her% I suppose ? " 
Oh yes. The losses in men are immense ; only 
the journals would get a communiqitey or worse, 
if they yentured to say so in France. How deli- 
cious La Dodie is I She oomes in again with the 
next scene.'* 

The Princess Corona listened ; and iicr attention 
wandered further from the Archduke^ the Peer, and 
the diplomatist, as from the vaudeville. She did not 
find IVIadame Dodie very charming; and she was 
absorbed for a time looking at the miniatures on 
her fan. 

At the same moment, through the lighted streets 
of Aigiersy Cigarette^ like a union of fairy and of 
fury, was flying with the news. Cigarette had seen 
the fiame of war at its height, and had danced in the 
midst of its whitest heat, as young children dance to 
see the fires leap red in the black winter^s night. 
Cigarette loved the battle, the charge, the wild 
music of bugles^ the thunder-tramp of battalions^ 
the surocco-sweep of light squadrons^ the mad 
tatwitala of triumph when the slaughter was done^ 
the grand swoop of the Eagles down unto the carnage, 
the wild hurrah of France. 

She loved them with aU her heart and sool; and 
she flew now throuf?h the starlit sultry night, crying, 
La guerre 1 La guerre ! La guerre I" and chant- 
ing to ihe enraptured soldiery a Marseillaise of her 
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own improvisation, all slang, and doggrel, and bar- 
rack-grammar ; but £re-giving as a torchy and rousing 
as a bugle in the way she sang it, waving the tri- 
colour high above her head; 

En avant ! 

On t'attend ! 

An cor et k cri 

Suivez, mes ^«]u8 j 
On s'^ance h, la danse, 
Pour la gloire de la France. 

Fusillons, 

BataUlons ! 

Et marchons 

Au guidons ! 

Va, loustic, 

Et dncrie 

ViSMixmymet 

A Ugaerrel 
Cert TAmie da Diap«aii 
Qui 8*appdle ton faroapwal 
Ffliaoos povff k rBuir, 
.liBiaons style k Tenlr, 
De Faroine la moitson, 
Portera belle boiflsoii, 
Le Zephyr aa domr 
F'ra retentir son cor, 
Chasse-marais cont' fleurettes 
S'cmparant des fillettes, 
Et sous TAi^lc mes Koumia, 
Vont gor^fer lea Arbis, 
A. 1.1 musifiuo si nette 
De la haute ciariaette! 

Eazzia, 

Grazia, 

Estici, 
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A Tamour ! Aux beaux jours 
Kataplan des tambours, 
Nous appeUe, ' Hlin ttntin^ 
Vite an rire, an bntin 1* 

Vive la gloira t 

Vive le boiro 1 
Tive le Tin na6 da sang i 
Yire le fen Tolage des range ! 
ViT8 tont fa qui va nous f aire 
Paradie an fond d'enf er, 
Par la Guerre, par la duerre ! 
En avant ! AUons ! Buvona ! 
£aaTant! Alloas! Hoonoas!" 
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